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LITTLE MARVEL 


Computer Chip Technology by 


(S) MOTOROLA 


Delivers the Finest Pocket Size Automobile Radar Detector 
Made at the Lowest Price Ever. . .$175.00 Complete. 


Now, from a world leader in radar 
detection technology comes Little 
Marvel. Designed with the world's 
most sophisticated superheterodyne 
receiving circuitry, Little Marvel em- 
bodies a combination of sophisticated 
technologies, one of which is so 
unique that there is a patent pending. 


THE LIGHTEST RADAR 
DETECTOR EVER BUILT 

All radar detectors are made with 
electronic components that make them 
bulky and heavy. Because Little Marve/ 
is made with the latest micro-chip 
technology, we're able to give you a 
lighter, more efficient radar detector 
than anyone else. And at a price that's 
lower than the other top units, 

In fact, when tested by the leading 
auto magazines against those radar 
detectors selling at the $245-$295 price 
range, our technology received top 
ratings. It matched or outperformed 
every radar detector selling for nearly 
twice as much. 


EARLY WARNING DETECTION 
As a motorist, you're subject to elec- 
tronic surveillance whenever you're 
driving. With all the faulty police radar 
equipment around and speed traps 
which almost entirely pay the salaries 
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— 
Little Marvel fits 


easily in your 
shirt pocket. 


Little Marvel is 
about the size of a 
cassette tape. 


of many Police Departments, you 
Stand a good chance of being issued a 
citation this year. 

That’s why you need the best 
counter-surveillance equipment avail- 
able. If your speedometer ever slips 
over the 55 MPH limit, Little Marvel will 
give you the earliest possible warning 
of police radar activity. Its computer- 
ized Radar Signal Analysis System™ 


p Little 
Marvel 
comes 

= complete 
= witha 
handsome 
zippered 
case. 


will alert you to stationary, moving, 
trigger and pulsed radar. If there’s 
police radar on the straightway, around 
acurve, or in a tunnel, you can trust 
Little Marvel to warn you in plenty of 
time so you can slow down. 

Little Marvel's sophisticated XSB™ 
circuitry virtually eliminates false sig- 
nals from security systems, garage 
door operators, traffic signals and 
other annoying microwave intrusions— 
on city streets and the open road. 


PORTABLE AND COMPACT 
Because Little Marvel is designed 
with the latest micro-chip technology, 
it’s light, compact, and efficient. Easy 

to install on your dashtop or visor. 
Little Marvel comes complete with a 
visor attachment clip and dashboard 
fastener. And to make traveling more 
conveninent, we've even included a 


luxurious zippered case. All at the low 
price of $175.00. A small price to pay 
for peace of mind on the road. 


TRY LITTLE MARVEL AT OUR RISK 

Test drive a Little Marvel for 30 days 
at our expense. If you’re not complete- 
ly satisfied with the world’s most ad- 
vanced radar detector, return it for a 
full refund. We'll even pay the shipping 
costs and let you keep the special gift 
described below. 

You can’t lose when you buy Litt/e 
Marvel. It comes with a full five year 
warranty. We will repair or replace it 
during the first year free of charge. For 
the next four years from the date of 
purchase, we will repair or replace the 
unit for a flat $25 service charge. 


SPECIAL BONUS 

SNOOZE ALERT™ G 
Now—for a limited time 5 ’ 
only, receive a free . 
Snooze Alert (retail 

value $24.95) when you 

purchase Little Marvel. 

Just slip it behind your ear anda 
buzzer will automatically go off to 
keep you alert if you nod off to sleep 
while driving. 
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or write: 

RADAR TECHNOLOGIES 
4th Floor, Dept. 500-44 

8410 West Bryn Mawr Avenue 
Chicago, IL 60631 


LITTLE MARVEL 


Copyright 1985, Radar Technologies. Little Marvel 
is a trademark of Radar Technologies. Motorola and @) 
are registered trademarks of Motorola, Inc. 


CALLING A SPADE A SPADE- 
Barbara Keith-Smith and her February 
"85 Sex Play, “White Women/Black Men; 
What's the Attraction?,” are both pieces 
of catshit. Your readers and the dumb 
cunt who wrote it should be made aware 
and understand that when you refer to a 
person as a white man or a white woman, 
you are referring to a person of the white 
race. Butas far as I’m concerned, any and 
all white women or white men who have 
had any kind of relationship with a black 
person can no longer be considered 
white, He or she is a Caucasian, or light- 
skinned person, a dropout. And to any 
white man or white woman, he or she’s a 
disgrace to the white race. So Missus 
Smith, if you're reading Feedback this 
month, from now on when you write an 
article, try doing a little research on the 
subject before you start. In closing, you 
make me sick! —Turk 

Tracy, California 


I just received your May °85 issue and 
read Feedback first thing. I am writing to 
you to strongly disagree with the letters 
from E.M. and Carol R., which were 
under the subtitle “Calling a Spade a 
Spade.” 

First of all, Mr. E. M. is a rude critic. 
Mr. E. M., I work with black people every 
day, and I see many very attractive black 
men, although I have never been to bed 
with one. You must be extremely conceit- 
ed to say that your looks can’t be beat 
by any black man! Wrong! As far 
as your threatening to stop buying 
HUSTLER, go ahead! I took your place! 

And, Ms, Carol R., with your Ph.D., 
common sense should tell you that— 
except for their color—Negroes are just 
the same as us white people. Big fucking 
deal! I'd like to inform you that there are 
just as many white people who don’t take 
baths as there are black people who 
don’t. Apparently, Ms. Carol R., you 
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haven't been around black people 
enough to know that many of them are 
just as nice (and clean) as us. So you can 
take your Ph.D. and shove it! -Lace 

St. Louis, Missouri 


Dear E. M.— I'm almost ready to paint my 
skin black at the thought of being the 
same color as an asshole like you. Let me 
guess: Your wife’s place is in the home, 
you slap her around occasionally just to 
let her know who's boss, and your favor- 
ite beer mug has a picture of Jesse Helms 
on it. The ladies I know-and there are a 
bunch of them-would rather go out with 
the ugliest kinky-headed, wide-nosed, 
boot-lipped half-breed in the entire 
world than with a pinhead like you. 
HUSTLER, I applaud you for your 
struggle in this world of conservative, 


Tara 


fascist fuckheads. After all, if you’re 
bringing people-and I use the term 
loosely-like E. M. out from under their 
Klan costumes, then you must be doing 
something right. —Joe H. 

Minneapolis, Minnesota 


DEAR NEWSWEEK: 
If I said that I was appalled by your article 
The War Against Pornography, it would be 
an understatement, With the exception 
of a few sentences, it was incompetent. 

First of all, the article almost complete- 
ly neglected to categorize the types of 
sexuality involved in pornography in 
order to get a fair understanding of what 
should be considered violent and what 
should not. ond, you wasted your 
time doing a Newsweek Poll when you 
should have spent time and money con- 
ducting a study to show whether or not 
some types of pornography do “cause an 
increase of violent sexual acts among cer- 
tain sectors and groups within the gener- 
al population.” Third, you didn’t even 
bother defining the word pornography for 
your readers, many of whom don't know 
the definition. According to Webster's 
Seventh New Collegiate Dictionary, pornog- 
raphy is “the depiction of erotic behavior 
(as in pictures or writing) intended to 
cause sexual excitement.” Finally, and 
perhaps most disturbing, the title of the 
article was not specific enough. It should 
have been titled The War Against Violent 
Types of Pornography. 

Now let’s get to the meat of your arti- 

if 


cle. What evidence is there that non- 
sadomasochistic heterosexual, bisexual 
and homosexual pornography causes or 
“encourages” violence against women? 
Granted, these types of pornography 
may cause an increase in sexual relations, 
may cause an increase in masturbation, 
may-through causality-increase the pro- 
portion of sexually transmitted diseases 
and may cause many other things, but 
what violence does it cause? Indeed, if 
these types of pornography cause any- 
thing, they cause an increase in sexual 
love, which is hardly violence. 

As far as the feminists are concerned, 
they are generally proponents of non- 
sense. Most pornography takes at least 
“two to tango.” Men are commonly por- 
trayed in pornography, and many of 
them are considered “stars” because 
women like them. (Of course, homosexual 
and bisexual men also like them.) That’s 
right-women also enjoy pornography. 
Women write letters to the editors of por- 
nographic magazines, proclaiming their 
enjoyment of them. Women also buy 
erotic devices like dildos and vibrators, 
which are promoted in pornographic 
channels. Are the feminists going to try 
to tell me that women don't use them? 
Where did they find out about them? 
Where did they buy them? 

It even seems reasonable to believe 
that erotic devices may reduce the occur- 


rence of sex crimes. Take the love doll, 
for instance. Wouldn’t you rather have a 
rapist attack and disfigure a love doll 
than a real woman? Who knows? Love 
dolls could be an outlet for people who 
feel they must commit violent sex 
crimes. 

Granted, pornography in general is 
somewhat base, but only certain porn is 
truly violent. The problem-by far-of vio- 
lence against women (and also against the 
rest of the general population) is in com- 
mercial television and PG- and R-rated 
movies. That's right, feminists! Grab 
yourself a drink, sit down and watch the 
nefarious, adulterous and simply mur- 
derous characters on your TV screen as 
they redefine the word wicked and bring 
new dimension to the term “violence 
against women.” Watch them as they kid- 
nap, pillage, rape and murder their way 
into the dreams of your innocent chil- 
dren as you run your mostly unfounded 
crusade against pornography. —Zeus III 

Brooklyn, New York 


The above letter, which we have excerpted, 
was originally sent to the editors of Newsweek 
magazine in response to its March 18, 1985, 
cover story on pornography. 


FALSE PROPHETS: 
I hope that Mr. Flynt wins his appeal 
against Jerry Falwell and never has to pay 
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the guy a penny. Falwell recently made 
the front page of one of Knoxville’s news- 
papers when 15 vagrants attended a 
fund-raising banquet for Falwell’s col- 
lege in Lynchburg, Virginia. 

A Knoxville radio personality received 
some tickets to the affair and gave them 
to some vagrants at a local rescue mis- 
sion. The headline in the next day’s Knox- 
ville Journal read, “Falwell Unamused by 
Vagrant Diners.” A local satirist wrote a 
column titled “Chief Jerry and the Pup- 
pies.” (Puppies are Poor, Urban, Poverty 
People.) The writer called Falwell’s ban- 
quet the “Next-to-the-Last Supper.” 

-M. A. 
Knoxville, Tennessee 


We've always thought of Jerry as a real chari- 
table guy. 


I'm a hundred percent behind you in 
your fight against that evangelist asshole 
Jerry Falwell. Falwell has some set of balls 
to call you-and just about everyone else 
in the country-immoral. What the fuck 
does that make him? He’s no better, He's 
a fucking pimp! All those shitface evange- 
lists are pimps. How the fuck can you 
trust a preacher in a three-piece suit’ 
... with a $500 price tag? 

They call themselves “messengers of 
God"; yet they break the very first rule, 
which was laid out by Jesus Himself, a 
vow of poverty. Jesus said, “If you are to 
follow me, you must give up all your 
worldly goods. For you don’t need them 
if you have God.” That means the house, 
the wife, the kids and the dog must go. 
This also means no limo and personal 
driver, no $500 suits, no $5-million glass 
churches and/or tax-shelters, no Swiss 
bank accounts, and so on and so forth. 

You know, if Falwell got his way (heav- 
en forbid!), we'd all be living in caves 
reading Fun With Dick and Jane while he 
lives ina 300-room mansion! Calling him- 
self an American also takes a bit of balls. 
How can you call yourself an American 
when you think like a fucking Commu- 
nist?! I'd like to see him stop me from 
buying my monthly issue of HUSTLER. 
I'd tell him, right to his face, “Suck on a 
long one, Jerry!” 

I'll be straight out with you. I’m no 
saint. (Who the fuck is these days?) No 
doubt I'll burn in hell, but I’m not wor- 
ried about it. I'll be in good company 
‘cause Jerry Falwell will be in the room 
right next to mine (or close by)! And I'll 
be laughing in his face for all eternity! 

So long live HUSTLER, and long live 
rock 'n’ roll. Long live kinky bitches, low- 
cut blouses and short skirts! So get off 
your high-horse, Jerry baby, and let’s 
party. I'll pay for the case of Campari, 
and you can pay for the hookers. But if 

(continued on page 29) 
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La Vine: he was a successful comedian in the Soviet, 
Union, Yakov Smirnoff lived with 14 people in 
an apartment without a shower or phone. “I 
had it pretty good,” he recalls. Now, as America’s only 
authentic Russian comedian-he came here in 1977- 
Smirnoff performs in Las Vegas and at comedy clubs 
around the country and has appeared in the films 
Moscow on the Hudson and The Adventures of Buck- 

aroo Banzai. In his latest motion picture, Brewste 
Millions, he has a starring role alongside Richard 

Pryor and John Candy. We asked Yakov to explain 

why he is so happy to be, as he says, “a capitalist pig.” 


When I came to America, I got off plane, 
and first thing I saw was my name wri 
: “America Loves Smirnoff. 
to myself, “What a country!” It was hard for 
me to adjust because there was political cam- 
paign on at time. The signs said, “Ronald Reagan 
Republican,” “Jimmy Carter Democrat” and 
“Johnnie Walker Red.” I said, “Jesus, they're run- 
ning here also!” 

I had to learn English so I could get job. So I 
watched television for three months. Then I realized it 
was Spanish station. I still make mistakes when I read news- 
papers. One ad in papers said, “Big Sale-Last Week.” I 
thought, Why advertise? I already missed it. They're rubbing it in! 
Another said, “We guarantee our furniture. We stand behind it for 
six months.” That’s why I left Soviet Union. I don’t want people be- 
hind my furniture. 

Thad other problems with language. For instance, the word yep 
in English means “yes,” but in Russian it means “sex.” I came to 
America, and all I’m hearing is “Yep, yep, yep, yep, yep.” I said to 
myself, “What a country!" I asked friend of mine, “Do you want to 
do something tonight?” He said, “Yep.” I said, “No!” You see, we 
don’t have gay people in Russia. We have homosexuals—they just 
cannot be gay about it. They get seven years in prison for 
homosexuality-locked up with other men. There’s a three-year 
waiting list for that. 

We don't talk about sex that much in Soviet Union. To have sex 
you need coupon. It’s good if you have double coupon; then you 
can haye it twice a year. But you're not allowed to have second or- 
gasm until everyone in country has one-so it kind of slows every- 
body down. 

Russian people don't have HUSTLER. There picture of a mother 
breast-feeding a child is considered dirty-especially when the child 
is over 16. I came here and saw sex magazines. Some people don’t 
like them; some people love them, But to me, that is ultimate 
freedom-if you can choose. Girlie magazines are one of three 
things you cannot bring into Russia. You also cannot bring weap- 
ons or Visine-because it takes the red out. 

When I came to America, I saw all those novelty shops in Times 
Square. They said, “25¢ movie.” I thought, Well, that’s a bargain. So 
I walked in with $100 in my pocket. When I left, I had two bucks. 
We don’t have X-rated movies in Russia; so I had no idea what was 
going on. The movie starts from nowhere, and all of a sudden it’s 
big close-ups. I thought, What is happening? Is that a volcano? 

Thad never seen picture of naked woman in Soviet Union. There 
is reason for that probably. Who wants to see Russian woman 
naked? That is not a pretty picture. 

People get upset when I joke about Russian women; so I want to 
clarify that it’s not their fault that they look like that. They don’t 
have things like Oil of Olay. They have Lard of Olay. The perfumes 
they have are brands like Evening in Prison—and that’s an after~ 
shave. Russian women spend a lot of hours working-digging tun- 
nels and stuff like that. They have big muscles and eat a lot of 
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starch. So I really don’t want to make fun of them, It just happens 
that this is stereotype Americans have about Russian women, be- 
cause it’s true. A lot of them do look like men. 

My girlfriend in Russia was big woman. She had 300-pound 
breasts~each. That's large. She didn’t wear bra; she wore leg warm- 
ers. Then she bought a “cross-your-heart hammock.” She went one 
time for silicone shots, and the doctor suggested aluminum siding. 
I had great time with her. Before work I would slap her on behind, 
and when I came back home, it was still moving. I bought her Hula- 
Hoop one time, and she thought it was engagement ring. She got 
excited and jumped my bones-and that hurts. When Russian girl 
jumps your bones, she means it. She could bench-press me very 
easily. 

There's no place for young people to have sex in Russia. It makes 
it hard to bring girl home if your grandmother is in same bed with 
you. You have to send your parents to movies. When you buy them 
tickets for double feature, they know what's going on-they’re not 
dumb, So if they don't like the movie, they come back. That's when 
the real show starts. 

Russians do everything as Americans, except that American 
women do sexual things different. Like they shower-and that 
helps. It makes it a little more pleasant-even to be in the same 
room. 

I like American women because they are free. A few of them 
charge, but most of them are free. They act differently than Rus- 
sian women. They're not looking over their shoulders to see if 
they're being watched. 

There's no prostitution in Soviet Union. Russian women have 
trouble giving it away. They don’t punish you for rape; they make 
you do it again. There are some singles bars in Russia, but there you 
“get lucky” if you go home alone. 

Tlike American women much more. They are fun, I met one girl 
in Los Angeles—one of those Valley Girls. “Oh, wow!” I said, “I real- 
ly like you. I’d like to show you my apartment.” She said, “Hey, 
man, I'm not buying it.” I said, “Neither am I. I’m renting it.” Then 
she says, “Oh, gag me!” So I did! Yep. 
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hat do you get when you cross Laura 
Branigan’s vocal power with Stevie 
Nicks’s sensual rhythms? How about 24- 
year-old Fiona Flanagan, one of the hot- 
test sirens to cut vinyl in years? This New 
Jersey temptress-whose debut sin- 

gle, “Love Can Make You 
Blind,” appeared on the No 
Small Affair movie sound- 
track—has several great 
videos airing across 
the nation. Call it the 
luck of the Irish. 


anny Spanos, lead singer of the Mid- 
western rock group Spanos, not only has 
a hit-bound debut LP on his hands in 
Looks Like Trouble, but a possible best- 
selling book as well. The Spanos Connois- 
seur’s Guide on How to Pick Up Rock 
‘n’ Roll Women is in the works, and the tal- 
ented rocker and groupie-fucker offers 
up the latest, greatest, tried-and-truest 
methods for probing the prissy pants of 
rock's backstage bimbodom. Mick and 
Rod, you've been beaten to the 
punch. ... 


re band members quitting Quiet Riot 
like rats abandoning a sinking ship? 
“Who knows?” says ex-bass player Rudy 
Sarzo. Following Sarzo’s lead, drummer 
Frankie Banali has left QR to start a new 
metal ensemble. What's to become of 
lead vocalist Kevin Dubrow? Apparently 
the balding screecher-who was recently 
booed out of L.A.’s Rainbow Bar 
and Grill-has a budding career 
in TV commercials. Keep 
your eyes peeled for 
Dubrow in a spot for 
Panasonic in the near 
future. 


id Santa split his pants sliding down the 
chimney? No, that’s rockin’ Richard 
Goozeman, a/k/a Blackie Lawless of 
WA.S.P, letting it all hang out. Speaking 
of ballsy behavior, the originators of 
blood-and-guts metal had their first sin- 
gle, “Animal (Fuck Like a Beast),” banned 
in more countries than HUSTLER, and 
the group has been barred from Ireland 
and Germany. What ever happened to 
all’s fair in love and rock? 


egendary folk-rocker David Crosby is 
having about as much fun behind bars as 
an antiporn feminist in a whorehouse. 
Busted in 1983 for illegal possession of a 
handgun, heroin and cocaine, the 43- 
year-old Crosby says he’s so lonely in the 
slammer, he spends most of his time cry- 
ing. Hey, Dave, keep a stiff upper mus- 
tache. Remember what you once said 
about the darkest hour. .. . 
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Rec. and latex-loving dominatrixes, lis- 
ten up! You may want to whip out your 
hanky and cry. Underground English 
psychopunkers Latex Sex Camp are dis- 
banding. . . for a while at least. It seems 
that guitarist Jonty Slut was crushed in 
an elevator accident and suffered perma- 
nent damage to his internal organs. He’s 
reportedly being nursed back to health 
by his tyrannical mother, but there’s no 
word on how long the recuperation will 
take. Punk perverts, you'll just have to be 
patient. 


Tas to his uncanny resemblance to a 
much younger Holly Johnson of En- 
gland’s disco phenom Frankie Goes to 
Hollywood, 83-year-old crooner Rudy 
Vallee is back in the spotlight again. Val- 
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Hey, Stephen Pearcy, is that a micro- 
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Frankie say, “Who's Rudy Vallee?” 


lee plays a ghost in the MTV video “Girls 
Talk” starring new MCA recording artist 
Linda Nardini. How does the screen and 
singing sex symbol of the '20s and ‘30s 
keep in shape? “I’ve known more than 
175 women in my life,” boasts Rudy, 
“and I've gotten over half of them in the 
hay. I should be in The Guinness Book of 
World Records.” 


Dust off the rock 


phone in your pocket or are you just glad 
to see us? Rumor has it that Ratt’s cos- 
tume seamstress modifies the appearance 
of vowel-crushing vocalist Pearcy’s family 
jewels by sewing an extra pocket into the 
crotch of his trousers and filling it with 
pantyhose. Female friends of the singer 
have stated that there wasn’t that much 
gold in those hills last time they went hik- 
ing. One former sexual cohort had this to 
say about the pantyhose-packing Ratt 
man: “I had to spread my legs way over 
my head to feel anything as Stephen en- 
tered me with his tiny wienie.” 


White most touring rock stars have 
problems with hotels, drug connections 
and airline reservations, Dio bassist 
Jimmy Bain has a new dilemma: Some- 
one is stealing his underwear. “They [the 
girls] all wanted me shorts,” says the shag- 


gy-headed Scotsman. “Now I don’t have 
any to wear back in America.” Certainly, 
this big-buck headbanger could find a 
small shop somewhere on the road that 
sells rock ’n’ roll undergarments. We just 
can’t feel too sorry for ya, Jimmy. 


Sic; a dictatorial, bossy little Hitler 
who can’t play anything and sings flat 
too.” Not exactly words of praise from 
one musician to another. On the con- 
trary, these are the sentiments of former 
Thompson Twins touring bandmember 
Michael White regarding full-time Twin 
Alannah Currie. We can't say for sure 
that White's ravings are nothing but sni- 
vel-nosed whines of envy directed to a 
member of a super-popular group he 
couldn't get a steady gig with. It’s not 
a bad guess though. 
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I. racism rampant in the record/racket? 
Black radio stations seem to think so. 
Megastar Lionel Richie personally deliv- 
ered the first copy of “We Are the 
World” to white,L.A. pop station KIIS, 
but the superstar-studded single was 
mailed to black stations several days later. 
“What's at issue is the blatant disregard 
for black radio and its listening audi- 
ence,” says Alonzo Miller, program di- 
rector of L.A. black radio station KACE. 
Why the preferential treatment for white 
pop stations? Simple. Some black artists 
prefer white when it 
comes to green... 


‘n' roll rockin’ chair. 
Time's a flying. Be- 
fore you know it, 
those vibrant faces 
of pop will show the 
wear and tear of age. 
Artist Peter Green 
has an idea of what 
the future holds for 
a few of our beloved 
stars. Just look be- 
neath the’ wrinkles 
... you'll recognize 
them. 


HUSTLER Magazine Presents the 
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HUSTLER now provides the hottest FREE PHONE SEX* ever. From raunchy 
nymphomaniacs to passionate lesbian lovers, HUSTLER Honey centerfolds 
have talents you won’t believe, and they’re waiting to turn you on. Call now! 


(213)976-1616 (415) 976-1616 
(213) 976-8989 (415) 976-8989 
(215) 976-9191 (916) 976-1616 
(301) 976-1616 


aur au 2 “ : 
*You must be over 18 years old. This call will cost you 55¢ when ¢ from the same area code. Additional! toll charges may apply for calls outside 
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MOTEL MILK-OFF: 

Recently, my girlfriend Sylvie and I de- 
cided to drive cross-country from Philly 
to L.A. Crossing the Midwest was like an 
episode of The Twilight Zone in which we 
were doomed to travel eternally past the 
same cornfields, farmhouses, hogs and 
silos, When we reached Denver, we de- 
cided to get a motel room and rest up. I 
could imagine few things closer to heaven 
than lying around the pool with Sylvie, 
who is a 20-year-old college student like 
myself, a gorgeous, athletic young thing 
with long blond hair that hangs all the 
way to her firm, bulging ass. 

The first thing we did was put on our 
suits and head down to the pool. With her 
scant white bikini on, Sylvie looked like 
she was born to live in water. Her nipples 
showed through the cloth like puckered 
little mouths begging for a kiss. The soft 
hairs of her lush pubic bush were equally 
visible. The suntan oil she rubbed into 
her thighs, stomach and shoulders made 
her shine like a new penny in the sun. 

Sylvie hit the water at once, backstrok- 
ing across. With each arm stroke her 
beautiful bustline undulated. She pulled 
herself out of the pool, her wet hair 
streaming down her back, and shook 
water all over me, laughing. Then she 
used one of her karate moves to throw 
me into the pool, jumping right in on top 
of me, We treaded water face to face, 
kissing for a minute or two. I felt Sylvie’s 
hand slip into my swim trunks and slide 
around my expanding member, jacking 
my erect rod till the head stuck out far 
above the elastic of my swimsuit. She 
pulled the crotch of her bikini aside and 
maneuvered her succulent snatch down 
over my throbbing cock. The sensation of 
cold water on my rigid prick suddenly 
changed to something warm, tight and 
slick. I slipped a hand under her bikini 
top to feel the hard knot of her nipple 
under my palm. Water lapped up be- 
tween our stomachs and chests in rhythm 
to our thrusting. I felt the pressure build- 
ing at a steady pace until my cock finally 
exploded like Mt. St. Helens. Sylvie cli- 
maxed a few seconds later. 

Then we realized we weren't alone in 
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the pool. Another couple were in the 
water and going at it. Apparently, our 
own performance had stimulated them to 
get into the act. The young couple went 
at it harder and heavier until both had 
found their release, When they were fin- 
ished, Sylvie paddled over and intro- 
duced herself. Before I knew what was 
happening, we had a date to meet them 
after dinner in our room. 

They arrived around nine. Sylvie and I 
were lying around half naked as usual— 


Sylvie was wearing only a T-shirt, which 
read EAT SHIT AND DIE. Thad ona pair 
of purple briefs. Our guests, Kevin and 
Karina, were still wearing their swimsuits. 
Karina’s eyes fixed immediately on the 
lump in my shorts, while Kevin's gaze 
kept darting back and forth between Syl- 
vie’s blond bush and the erect nipples 
outlined beneath her T-shirt. 

Before long, Karina ended up in my 
lap while Sylvie nuzzled the 19-year-old 
stud. Karina was Latin and had long 
curly black hair and smooth brown skin. 
She was only 18. Our tongues flickered 
into each other’s mouths like candle 
flames. I wasted no time unfastening the 
hook on the back of her bikini top and re- 
leasing her luscious big brown melons 


from their halter. They must have been 
twice the size of Sylvie’s ample jugs, and 
the dark shiny nipples were twisted into 
tight bottle caps. I attacked them at 
once. 

Kevin's hyperactive hormones, mean- 
while, were driving him to action. Sylvie’s 
squirming bare snatch on his hairy leg 
had sent the poor boy into a frenzy. He 
lifted Sylvie, who wrapped her legs 
around him as they headed for the bed. 
He fell on top of her, and she reached to 
pull his trunks down and guide his stiff 
cock into her hungry hole. His buttocks 
began pounding back and forth like a pis- 
ton, rooting deeper and deeper, as Sylvie 
tightened the grip of her legs around his 
waist. He suddenly stopped his frantic 
pace, pulled out his dick and shot a series 
of thick white splashes all over Sylvie’s 
face, crotch and T-shirt before collapsing 
on top of her. 

“Me now,” Karina whined as we made 
our way to the bed. I lay back as she step- 
ped out of her bikini bottom and hopped 
on top of me. Straddling me on her 
knees, she eased my solid shaft into her 
greasy slick slit. Then she began to ride it, 
first sitting straight up and swaying back 
and forth like a child on a rocking horse, 
then leaning forward and bouncing on it 
like a race jockey and finally bucking furi- 
ously up and down like a broncobuster. 

Kevin crawled over, his cock once 
again flying at full mast. He came up be- 
hind us and bent Karina forward, maneu- 
vering his still-lubricated cock into the 
tight brown hollow of his girlfriend's ass. 
I felt his balls colliding with my own as he 
shoved, into her, his massive, thrusting 
rod separated from mine only by a thin 
membrane. This double impalement only 
made Karina wilder with lust. She began 
to hump even faster and harder. 

Sylvie watched this scene with open de- 
light, one of her hands drifting up to 
pinch her nipples as the other one ex- 
plored between her thighs. Soon I felt 
Kevin's penis begin to twitch and jerk. He 
pulled out and sprayed all over Karina’s 
butt like a suds-throwing fire extinguish- 
er. Just as I felt some of his cum run down 
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her crack onto my balls, my own rod dis- 
charged deep inside her. 

The next day at noon Sylvie and I said 
goodbye to our new friends and headed 
out for L.A. It had been a pleasant rest 
period and had left us rejuvenated and 
ready for Hollywood. Ralph N. 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


MOTHERFUCKER (OR 
MOTHER'S LITTLE HELPER): 

I'm a 22-year-old guy, 6-2, 200 pounds, 
somewhat athletic and not bad-looking. I 
lead a normal sex life-a piece of ass now 
and then, but nothing out of the ordi- 
nary. Until last week. 

I had lusted after my friend Steve's 
mother ever since I met her four years 
ago. When he first introduced me to his 
parents, I was absolutely mesmerized 
with Debbie (not her real name). She was 
36 years old at the time, but she had a 
body a girl half her age would be proud 
of. With long red hair and big blue eyes, 
she looked more like a teenage beauty 
queen than a wife and mother, 

That first time I met her, all I could do 
was stare and mumble. I believe she knew 
exactly what I was thinking—namely, how 
much I'd love to screw her lights out. 
Over the next four years, I fantasized 
about sex with Debbie constantly. Mean- 
while, we'd come to know and like each 
other, and there were times when I could 


swear she might be thinking the same 
things about me. But it was a long time 
before I finally worked up the courage to 
go after what I wanted. 

I went to see Debbie one afternoon 
when both Steve and his father were at 
work. She was barefoot, wearing orange 
sweat pants and a tank top. I couldn't 
keep my eyes off her hips and ass or her 
abundant breasts. I was getting horny 
and decided not to beat around the bush. 
T told her how I felt about her and how 
I'd felt that way since we first met. 

Instead of anger and repulsion, I saw 
understanding in her eyes. That was a 
surprise. A bigger surprise was when she 
told me she found me attractive as well. 
She had never said anything before be- 
cause she'd had no intention of cheating 
on her husband, especially not with 
someone half her age. 

I told her that I had to have her at least 
once or I'd go crazy and that what her 
husband didn’t know wouldn't hurt him. 
She wanted to be convinced. Soon I was 
tenderly kissing her lips, then anxiously 
French kissing her. Our tongues danced 
in each other’s mouths as my dick began 
to swell in my pants. 

We broke our kiss, and she suggested 
we continue in the bedroom. But I didn’t 
want to lose the momentum; so I just 
knelt before her as she sat on the sofa and 
pulled her sweat pants off in one quick 


“Dear Answer Man: What do you do with a husband who likes 
to swallow his gum and fart?” 


motion. She wore a cute pair of pink-lace 
panties. I kissed the dampening crotch 
and heard her moan. 

I removed the panties, placed her legs 
on my shoulders and buried my face be- 
tween her luscious thighs. I began to flick 
my tongue all around inside her. She was 
breathing heavily as I sucked her hard, 
firm clit. Warm juices ran freely from her 
hot snatch. Her orgasm seemed to last 
for minutes, and the expression on her 
face told me she was in ecstasy. 

I told Debbie to lie on the floor as I 
undid my pants. She spread her legs, and 
I began to stroke her breasts through the 
tank top. I positioned myself and slid my 
eager dick inside her. Being buried deep 
in my dream woman's hot cunt was a big- 
ger turn-on than all the other girls I've 
ever fucked combined. 

I slid her top up and pushed the cups 
of her bra away from her tits. I sucked on 
her hard nipples as I pumped away at her 
snatch. She moaned with each inward 
thrust. “Fuck me harder,” she begged. “I 
need it all.” 

We both came at the same time, my rod 
spasming madly as her pussy gripped and 
massaged me. I unloaded a dozen squirts 
inside her-it was the greatest thing I've 
ever felt. 

I released my tight grip on Debbie's tits 
and planted a long, passionate kiss on her 
soft lips before rolling off her. Now I 
could honestly say I was satisfied. 

We agreed that no one could ever 
know about what had happened and that 
we would never have sex again. I have yet 
to feel any guilt or regret about that af- 
ternoon. All I know is that Debbie al- 
lowed me to live my dream and return to 
normal life. For that I am most grateful. 

—Name Withheld by Request 
Los Angeles, California 


CRIME AND PUNISHMENT: 

It was the last day of junior-high school, 
and everyone in my class had a fuck-it at- 
titude. We were uncontrollable in home- 
room, throwing spitballs and paper air- 
planes, talking loudly, cursing and 
breaking every other rule we could possi- 
bly think of. 

Miss Janet was our homeroom teacher. 
She was a tall, pretty brunette with a pair 
of tits that would make Dolly Parton 
shrivel with envy. Taking our wild behav- 
ior in stride, she simply put on her glasses 
and read a book. But while she may have 
tried to ignore us, we sure as shit weren’t 
ignoring her! Those fabulous boobs and 
shapely legs were the main topic of dis- 
cussion among the class males. “The 
Queen of Knockers” was our pet name 
for her. 

During lunch a bunch of us got a vi- 
cious game of warball going in the gym. 

(continued on page 108) 
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Capital Scoops 


Foot-in-Mouth 
Disease and an SEC 
Wife Beater 

by Larry Flynt 


Every year Washington's ruling elite and 
media stars gather for a white-tie dinner 
that is supposed to be strictly off-the- 
record. Under the auspices of the Grid- 
iron Club, politicians and famous journal- 
ists roast each other with skits and 
one-liners. But this year something went 
wrong: Ronald Reagan wasn’t funny, and 
news of two of his most tasteless jokes 
leaked out. 

Mentioning America’s agriculture cri- 
sis, the President cracked, “I think we 
should keep the grain and export the 
farmers.” 

And responding to “rumors” that he 
sees a therapist thrice weekly, Reagan as- 
sured his audience that there was no cause 
for concern, that he was only having a 
“problem” with pushing buttons. 


South Dakota's Larry Pressler (l,) and Nebraska's Rob- 
cert Kerrey found no humor in Reagan's comy remarks. 


Following on the heels of Reagan’s slip 
on the radio last August about bombing 
the Russians, no one laughed. The crack 
about farmers drew audible boos, and at 
least two farm-state pols, Senator Larry 
Pressler of South Dakota and Governor 
Robert Kerrey of Nebraska, were visibly 
irritated. 

Asked about the farm comment the 
next day at a press breakfast, Reagan 
seemed unaware that his foot was in his 
mouth. Did he regret the joke? “Yeah,” he 
said, “ ‘cause I didn’t get a laugh.” 

Said a spokesman for the National 
Farmers Union: “He's been insensitive to 
everything else. Why should he apologize 
for this one?” 


Reagan did get some guffaws, though, 
for two one-liners. 

“I got some good news from Geneva,” 
he said. “Nancy, your watch is ready.” 
And describing how boring it is being 
President, Reagan said to break the mo- 
notony, “Every few days I call CBS and ask 
for Jesse Helms.” 

* oh om 
A 1970 federal report that followed a 
study of pornography in the United States 
concluded that porn should be of little 
concern to Americans. Now Uncle Sam is 
going back into the business of worrying 
about the state of the nation’s morals. 

The Justice Department is creating a 
major federal commission to study how 
the government can control the produc- 
tion and distribution of pornography. 
Barry Lynn, the legislative counsel of the 
American Civil Liberties Union, said the 
proposed study that “begins with the erro- 
neous assumption that explicit sexual 
speech is a major national problem 
. .- poses great, great dangers to the First 
Amendment.” 


* 8 # 
In his 1984 State of the Union address, 
Ronald Reagan vowed that his administra- 
tion would “intensify our drive against. . . 
horrible crimes like sexual abuse and fam- 
ily violence.” But when White House 
Counsel Fred Fielding received word that 
the head of the Securities and Exchange 
Commission's enforcement division, John 
Fedders, was a wife beater, nothing 
happened. 

Then last February the Wall Street Jour- 
nal reported that Fedders, involved in di- 
vorce proceedings with his wife, admitted 
to having beaten her at least seven times, 
That wasn’t news to the White House; 
Fielding had been told that and more in a 
letter Mrs. Fedders wrote after hearing 
Reagan's strong speech against family vio- 
lence. She never mailed it, but family 
members slipped it to Fielding. It got no 
response. 

Just before last November's election 
Mrs. Fedders's sister called Fielding, who 
then summoned John Fedders to the 
White House for a talk. Apparently noth- 
ing came of that meeting, for it wasn’t 
until the Wall Street Journal story that the 
White House acted. It stood behind 
Fedders, noting his superior job perform- 
ance. But within 24 hours the firestorm of 
publicity surrounding Fedders forced a 
quick change in strategy, and he 
resigned. 


John Fedders, former head of the SEC's enforcement 
division, was a real enforcer at home as well. 


Footnote: As part of Mrs. Fedders's 
daily routine of serving her domineering 
husband, she laid out his suit, socks and 
underwear each morning and picked up 
his clothes where he dropped them each 
night. And John Fedders didn’t allow his 
wife or sons to wear shoes in their carpet- 
ed home. 

ee 

Every once in a while one of the bad guys 
gets nailed. Former Deputy Defense Sec- 
retary Paul Thayer quietly pleaded guilty 
in March to charges of obstructing justice 
and giving false testimony during a Secur- 
ities and Exchange Commission investiga- 
tion of a $1.9-million i ler stock-trading 
case, Up until his admission, Thayer had 
loudly protested his innocence to the 
press. 

One piece of information that came to 
light with the indictment was the name of 
‘Thayer's girlfriend. Apparently, his wife 
has forgiven him his indiscretion; the 
Thayers are still married, and he's broken 
up with his girlfriend, 

Also on the personal side of the 
the stockbroker with whom Thayer is al- 
leged to have pulled off his scams, Billy 
Bob Harris of Dallas, is rumored to have 
been a very close friend of former NFL 
quarterback Craig Morton. 


(For future Washington Daisy Chain columns, 
HUSTLER will pay $1,000 for every anonymous tip 


that appears in print. The confidentiality of tip sources 
will be stringently protected by HUSTLER.) %p 
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IT’S Y@BR EXECUTIVE 
PRIVILEGE! 


“Last night, Nancy and! were lyinginbed, ah, , 
doing nothing (as usual), and she said to me, 
‘Ronnie, what's that you’re reading?’ Well, by 
‘golly; !tried to cover the magazine up but, you 
know, the little woman's got quite a curious 
nature. So, ah, I told. ‘It’s the new HUSTLER, 
Nance. Care to take a peek at the thought- 
provoking articles, pud-stiffening pictorials or 
crash-and-burn satire?’ By gosh, she shocked 
the willies out of me and said, ‘I sure would!’ 
Now Nancy and | fight over every exciting 
issue of HUSTLER. We wouldn't trade our 
subscription for all the missiles in Moscow. 
Heh, heh... .” 
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Like Father, Like Son 


his recent photo of En- 
gland’s first family, suppos- 
edly by an IRA terrorist pos- 


ing as a HUSTLER photographer, 
reveals that little princes William and 
Harry definitely favor their old man. 


Not everyone is happy about this, but 
Princess Di is looking forward to the 
children being able to fly from the 
roof of Buckingham Palace. “You 
know,” she says, “like in that adora- 
ble American film Dumbo.” 


If you have any well-aged smut around, send it to “Porn From the 
Past,” HUSTLER Magazine, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 
3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. And enclose a SASE for re- 
turn of photos. We pay $150 for any we publish. 


Blood in the streets, death in 
the schoolyards, mayhem in the 


abiding citizen is safe from 
these marauders. But fear not, 


group of disgruntled ex- 
Guardian Angels, is designed 


Our Gang 


ead the newspapers 
and watch the news. 
What do you see? 


subway. Wild, ruthless teen- 
agers are roaming America’s 
alleys and avenues, and no law- 


good people. We've got a solu- 
tion. The Adopt a Street Gang 


program, organized by a small 


to take the violence off the 
streets and put it back in the 
home . . , where it belongs. 
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fter a late night of deliv- 
ering last sacraments, 
baptizing babies, is- 


suing Papal bulls, huddling 
with heads of state and break- 
ing bread with right-to-lifers, 
it’s not easy for the Vatican's 


y _—_ ra 
Blessing in Disguise 


No.1 citizen to get himself to- 
gether for morning mass. In 
fact, on rare occasions you 
can even catch the Pontiff 
with his pants down. Smile, 
John Paul... you're on 
Catholic Camera... . 


Gastronaut 
ver wonder what happens to 

E= NAGA nian when they 
eaten too much of the wrong 


stuff? And where did those gasbag 
scientists first get the idea for jet 


propulsion? This kind of intestinal 
fortitude is what makes our boys in 
silver capable of traveling deep into 
the bowels of the unknown for close 
encounters of the turd kind. As for 
those who can’t cut it... blow it out 
your ass, fellas! 


= 
Hello, Dummies 
‘0, you are not looking at a press photo of Ron and 
Nes taken just after a recent Rose Garden lunch- 
eon. This is, in reality, another of the uncanny artis- 
tic creations stitched by the dexterous Roger Law and Peter 
Fluck, the two men responsible for the hand-crafted charac- 


ters featured in the hit British TV series Spitting Image. Jim 
Henson, eat your Muppet-loving heart out, 


Photo bywohn-Lawrence J 
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Stool Pigeons 


ook, up in the sky! It’s a turd, it’s a... ah, never mind. You know the 
. What you don't know, however, is that the skies over many U.S. ci- 
ties~C are becoming cluttered with a new 


breed of flying fecal matter that don’t give a shit about where (or on 
whom) they land. “Hey, Marge, did you feel a raindrop?” 


Jand springs to mind 


Programmed 
7 
for Passion 
tlast a publication devoted to sex maniacs who get hot at 
A“: keyboard. Whether it’s features on fucking with 
floppy discs, love bytes or pud-raising print-outs, 
Chippie is guaranteed to take the soft out of software. 


Nursing Home 


here it is~at the signpost up ahead-just a few miles down 
Mammary Lane, that special clinic where titless mamas 


can take their tots for a balanced meal. For flat-chested 
femmes lacking in lactose, it’s the breast place in town. 


— | it 
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The More the Merrier 
Bucharest, Romania~Popula- 
tion explosion? What popula- 
tion explosion? As far as Ro- 
mania’s Communist president 
Nicolae Ceausescu is con- 
cerned, you can’t have too 
many babies. Despite the fact 
that many Romanians are al- 
ready forced to live in unheat- 
ed, overcrowded apartments 
and wait in long food lines, 
Ceausescu wants to increase 
the workforce and is there- 
fore embarking on a national 
drive to up the birthrate. 
Most of his efforts are target 
ed at high-school girls. The 
legal marrying age has been 
dropped from 18 to 15, spe- 
cial classes have been set up 
for pregnant schoolgirls, all 
contraceptives and abortions 


Sex News Bils 


FINAL. 


(except in the case of medi- 
cal emergencies) have been 
banned, and young women 
must undergo regular preg- 
nancy tests, which they are en- 
couraged to score positively on. 


Just Deserts 

Islamabad, Pakistan—They 
don't take sex crimes lightly 
in Pakistan. When a father 
and son raped their maid, the 
result was a public flogging 
and a three-year jail sen- 
tence-for the victim. It seems 
that the young woman 
couldn’t meet the court’s 
standard of proof; a rape has 
to be substantiated by four 
male witnesses. Nor could she 
positively identify her attack- 
ers, as she is blind. Therefore, 
when she bore a child as a re- 


2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054 


sult of the rape, an indignant 
Pakistani court convicted the 
shameless and unlucky hussy 
of adultery. (The conviction 
has since been overturned.) 


The Bottom Line 

Kleve, West Germany-A local 
prosecutor was apparently 
just trying to speed up the ju- 
dicial process when he ar- 
ranged to drop misdemeanor 
charges against 22 teenage 
boys. For his trouble, 42- 
year-old Ulrich Baehringer 
was given a two-year suspend- 
ed sentence for perverting 
justice and causing physical 
harm. Baehringer’s condition 
for dismissing charges was 
that he be allowed to come to 
the boys’ homes and whip 
their bare bottoms, which he 
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described as “a quite normal 
form of chastisement.” 


Yellow Fever 

Tokyo, Japan-If you thought 
American television was slea- 
zy, wait until you get a load of 
late-night TV in Japan, where 
the sole concern seems to be 
good dirty fun. Among the 
more popular features are 
stripping duels between men 
and women from the studio 
audience, guided tours of the 
local “love hotels” and a com- 
petition in which young ladies 
remove their panties while 
male hosts dash about trying 
to catch reflections of bare 
buttocks in the bottoms of 
frying pans. Interestingly 
enough, it is still illegal to 
show any pubic hair. 


Most Tasteless Cartoon 


“Nope, | don't think we're quite ready to go public 
with laser circumcisions. .. .” 


‘ow you can soak your 
feet and get around 
the house at the same 


time-watch out for those slip- 


Bath Slippers 


pery soles though. Our next 
logical step will be to develop a 
shower cap for those who need 
to soak their heads. 
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Edited by Doug Oliver 


Adult entertainment has diversified. Videotapes produced exclusively for 
home viewing are now being manufactured and can be purchased at this 
country’s nearly 9,000 video stores or through scores of mail-order compa- 
nies. To help you sort out the best from the rest, HUSTLER provides these 
capsule reviews of the newest X-rated home videos, as well as the latest 
happenings in the world of erotic entertainment. 


Gold Diggers 


(TriVid Home Video) Hollywood 
classic How to Marry a Millionaire 
was the inspiration for this fun- 
and fuck-filled porn epic in 


which three hot chicks (Misty J 


Regan, Bunny Bleu and Jessica 
Wylde) try to turn their twats into 
gold mines by marrying wealthy 
bachelors. Ringleader Misty sets 
the plan in motion by renting a 


bad check—and a great fuck for 
the real-estate broker (newcomer 


Chuck Martin). The security 
agent (Greg Rome) is bought off 
by a torrid trip up Bunny Bleu’s 
love canal-then scared off by 


Pert cupcake Bunny Bleu mines her 
own business in ‘Gold Diggers.’ 


the (mis)information that she’s 
under age. The caterer (ravish- 
ingly beautiful Gina Valentino) is 
similarly put off: Wylde’s prob- 
ing tongue and expertise with a 
double-headed dildo make her 
forget all about her bill. You'd 
think the girls would be fucked 
out by the time their prospective 
husbands arrive, but they've only 
been warming up. The trio show 
Mark Wallice, Shone Taylor and 
Steve Drake a million-dollar 
good time, but only Wylde gets 
her man. Misty and Bunny are 
pissed, but stay philosophical 
(“There are other fish in the 
sea,"), and when Martin shows up 


‘Gold Diggers’ Jessica Wylde and Bunny Bleu hit paydirt with Steve Drake. 
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with the bad check, they quickly 
and happily fuck their brains out. 
Gold Diggers’ excellent produc- 
tion and ball-burning sex make 
this tape worth its weight in pure 
pleasure ~Jack Mortimer 


You Make 
Me... Wet 


(Video) This well-directed and 
smoothly edited hooterama is a 
tit man’s dream. For 85 minutes 
Janey Robbins, Tracy Austin, 
Pam Jennings and the incompar- 
able Christy Canyon shake their 
shabooms for assorted casaba- 
crazed girl- and boyfriends- 
including Bunny Bleu, Barbi 
Dahl, Tom Byron, Greg Rome 
and Ron “Bazooka Bone" Jer- 
emy. The sex, though fairly con- 
ventional (the closest things to 
kink are Robbins’s and Jen- 


[sare 
nings’s bald beavers), is con 
ently steamy . .. and needless to 
say, there's tit-fucking galore. 
The major flaw in this tape is the 
constant stream of moronic 
pseudo-sex chatter—punctuated 
with moans and groans-that 
serves as a soundtrack, But even 
this is a small price to pay for 
Wet's nonstop action. Besides, 
you can use the other hand to 
turn the volume down. -D. O. 


On Golden 
Blonde 


(Paradise Visuals) Although the 
title implies that what we're 
going to see here isa sexual spoof, 
featuring Katherine Hepburn- 
and Henry Fonda-types vaulting 
each other’s bones in an idyllic 
countryside setting, no such luck. 
Instead, On Golden Blonde is a 
takeoff on the legit classic Heaven 
Can Wait .. . and umpteen apol- 


ogies to Warren Beatty and Julie 
Christie are in order. This tape is 
blah city, to put it mildly. E: 


for a meaty anal exploration of 
Janey Robbins by Tom Byron and 
a few (too few) glimpses of Chris- 
ty Canyon’s impeccable bosoms, 
Blonde is just another shot-on- 
video exercise in stupid porn. 
Oh, yes, there is one other thing 
that’s worth seeing: Mason 
Rains's not-so-bad impersona- 
tion of the late James Mason. It 
almost makes up for the cliché 
sex scenes and a musical score 
that would have drained the life 
out of a 1960s driver-education 
film. Sappy.... -D. 0. 


The Idol 


(Western Visuals) This full-length 
tape is marred by poor sound, 
choppy editing and frequent 
focus fuckups, but there's plenty 


of sex, and some of it is torrid 
stuff. The Idol is John C. Holmes— 
the ol’ cuntbuster himself-who 
falls victim to three fans ( Jenni- 
fer Summers, Jessica Savage and 
Misty Anderson) who drug him, 
tie him up and keep him as a sex 
slave. After observing their sear- 
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Porn stud Greg Rome buries the bone with two ravishing bimbettes in ‘The Idol." 


ing lesbo threeway, Holmes duti- 
fully dorks the sluts with his love 
girder-then disappears until the 
final scene, when he’s set free by 
a grateful Jacqueline Lorians, 
whom he's treated to her first or- 
gasm. In between the Holmes 
sequences is some masterful 
porking of uncredited bimbos by 
pornstuds Greg Rome and Dino. 
Alexander, and Mark Wallice 
slipping the salami to grinding 
grandma Helga (our centerfold 
last month). Sex-dynamo Crystal 
Breeze, though credited on the 
box and in the titles, does not ap- 
pear in this cassette. -D. 0. 


Miss 
American 
Dream 


(Coney Island Fog) No one inten- 
y sets out to make a bad 


video-though you couldn't 
prove it by Miss American Dream, 
one of the worst-produced and 
worst-directed sexvids on the 
market. Practically everything 
about it is amateurish or embar- 
rassingly cheap: script, acting, di- 
alogue delivery, pacing, editing 
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and sound, Even the lighting and 
camera angles seem specially 
chosen to make the performers 
look unattractive. The only con- 
tributions this cassette make to 
porn are the discovery of super- 
stud hunk Steve Bramble and a 
hint that Misty Regan-whose ani- 
mal sexuality is always an inspira- 
tion-might also be an act- 
ress... maybe the Goldie Hawn 
of porn. =]. M. 


Femme 


(VCA Pictures) Heavy on romance 
and erotic fantasy, this slow, sen- 
sual pornvid is aimed at women- 
and men-for whom the frenzied 
fucking of conventional hard- 
core has little appeal. Each of the 
six episodes in this exceptionally 
high-quality tape presents an ide- 
alized sexual encounter-mainly 
of the dream-lover variety-in 
which tenderness and passion are 
emphasized. The effect of watch- 
ing real people who care about 
each other have sex is heightened 
by the total absence of exterior 
cum-shots, There's pussy-eating, 
fucking and cocksucking-just no 
cum-shots, Femme will certainly 
not tense everyone's torpedo, 


but there's no question that it 
fills a need too long ignored by 
the porn industry. -D. 0. 


Where the 
Girls Are 


(Video Exclusives) Here's a whop- 


ping 105-minute video of which 
maybe five minutes are devoted 
to story, The remainder is jam- 


packed with semen-drenched, 
down-and-dirty sex. There's 
more fucking, sucking, scream- 
ing, moaning and cum-spurting 
per minute than nearly any other 
two tapes could provide. The 
framework for this exercise in 
lust has Brock Stewart interview- 
ing porn stars Craig Roberts and 
Mark Wallice to get the lowdown 


onall the porn queens and “mod- 
els” they've balled. The list reads 
like a Who's Who of video sluts: 
Janey Robbins, Raven, Laurie 
Smith, Tina Marie, Erica Boyer, 
Cara Lott, Cody Nicole and 
Tracey Donovan, to name a 
handful, Of course, hot bitches 
such as these don’t always de- 
pend on the guys to get them off 
proof is sultry Tina Marie’s red- 
hot masturbation scene and a 
scorching threeway femme-fuck 
between Cara, Cody, Raven and 
two strap-on, cum-shooting dil- 
dos, As if that weren't enough, 
the entire cast of coozes gets to- 
gether at the end for a massive 
lesbian orgy. This one’s steam 
=]. M. 


A Taste 
of Candy 


(L. A. Video Corporation) The big- 
gest stars in this lukewarm pro- 
duction are Candy Samples's 
two mountainous mammaries— 
reasons enough for her fans to 


give this low-rent effort the once- 
over. But anyone whose idea of a 
good time involves something 


lating their way past a weak story, 
stupid, self-indulgent dialogue 
and uninspired actors trying to 
find happiness under a coating 
of spunk will probably think dif- 
ferently, All of this, by the way, is 
accompanied by one of the most 
abrasive musical scores yet in- 
flicted on the home-video view- 
er. (Imagine yourself tied to a 
chair while a bewildered housefly 
buzzes relentlessly inside your 
ear, and you'll have a good idea 
of this vid's soundtrack.) Okay, 
okay... there are some hot mo- 


Candy Samples shows off her remark- 


able assets in ‘A 7 


ments: Rikki Blake and Summer 
Rose share a searing sapphic 
shootout, and tit fetishists every- 
where will go wild when Herschel 
Savage slides his sausage between 
Candy's mounds. On the whole, 
though, this is a taste not every- 
one will want to sample, -J. M. 
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you insist on being an asshole, then you 
can just kiss a drag queen between the 
legs! -D. J. 

Mission Viejo, California 


I'mamember of the U.S. Army who's sta- 
tioned at Fort Eustis, Virginia. I really got 
ed off today while watching the 12 
o'clock news on Channel 10. In an inter- 
view Jerry (the Asshole) Falwell said that 
he and the Moral Majority were ready to 
join forces with some fucked-up decency 
ion so they could boycott all 
7-Eleven stores because of the porno- 
graphic material they sell. 

What Falwell and company are trying 
to do is bullshit. I defend my country 24 
hours a day to keep it free. I have a 
fuckin’ right to read or purchase any 
book I like. If anyone thinks I don’t, I’ ‘d 
like to see them tell me to my face. I'd 
knock the son of a bitch’s head off. 

-R. K. 
Fort Eustis, Virginia 


ANDREA DWORKIN: 
This is the first time I have ever written to 
any magazine, and I feel that I must speak 
out. I have just finished watching Firing 
Line on my local PBS television station. It 
was hosted by William F. Buckley Jr., and 
his guests Harriet Pilpel and Andrea 
Dworkin discussed pornography. Pilpel 
seemed to have her head together. 
But Andrea Dworkin, in my opinion, is 
a pig. The show was the first time I ever 
saw 1,000 pounds of bullshit come out of 
a 300-pound woman. I'd like to nominate 
Andrea Dworkin for Asshole of the Year! 
Thank you for your time. (By the way, 
you'll be seeing my check in the mail 
shortly for a subscription.) =G6.i[: 
Conroe, Texas 


CUM-SHOTS: 
I thoroughly enjoy your pictorials of cou- 
ples getting it on, and I realize you can- 
not show insertion or you'd lose your 
place on newsstands. But how about a 
photo-set showing a hot pussy full of 
jism? This would allow the model to really 
get off during the shoot and not compro- 
mise the censors’ taboos, Also, how about 
some of those girls in Beaver Hunt send- 
ing in pictures with hot loads in their 
pussies? Come on, gals! -R.A. 
Dallas, Texas 


Don’t cream your jeans, R.A., but we're 
planning on running cum-shot pix real soon. 
Keep your eyes open for a real dripping-wet 
layout. 


SACRILEGE? 
I'm sorry to say that I can’t buy your mag- 
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azine and enjoy it. Your antireligion car- 
toons and jokes are sometimes funny, but 
most of the time they're really sick. I ain’t 
that religious, but your approval of such 
tasteless humor is too much. Therefore, I 
will not put any more money into your 
pockets. When you decide to quit poking 
fun at religion, please inform me so that I 
can buy your magazine again. 
—Diamond Dean 
USS Saipan LHA-2 
APO New York 


We don't condemn religion for religion's 
sake, but we feel that even the Good Lord has 
aa sense of humor. 


PHOTO SUGGESTIONS: 

Wow! Your April '85 layout Shayla: In 

Fine Form really popped my cock out of 

its socket. I had a massive spasm of April 

showers! I enjoy your magazine im- 

mensely. Keep inking the pink. -B. E. G. 
Schenectady, New York 


P.S. Any chance of your running nude 
photos of Jerry Falwell’s daughter? 


Her father is such a prude, we'd be surprised 
if the young lady takes showers in the buff. 


HOT COVER: 
I must say that your taste in photogra- 
phers is outstanding, especially James 
Baes. Your February *85 cover had the 
best set of shit-poppers I’ve ever seen in 
my life! I love HUSTLER, not only be- 
cause of the beautiful women but be- 
cause the articles aren’t bad either. By 
the way, who's the lady on the cover? 
—Sergeant William A. 
APO New York 


Hey, Sarge, I’m glad you like my ass. If you 
want to see the rest of me, check out my scorch- 
ing pictorial in the January '85 HUSTLER. 

Candace 


SWIMSUIT ISSUE? 

Almost every other magazine on the mar- 
ket has a swimsuit issue. I think that a 
HUSTLER version would be out of sight! 
Of course, everything that HUSTLER un- 
dertakes cums out great. 

By the way, the May '85 centerfold, 
Tara: Yanqui Delight, was simply delicious 
and incredibly feminine. -B. Linton 

San Diego, California 


Swimsuit issues are fine for Sports Illustrat- 
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ed, but it’s tough to show pink with a bathing 
suit in the way. 
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a THES 


LADY 


GRWMIS AL 


CHAMP 


anielle is a woman to be reckoned with. “When I meet 

the right guy, I don’t waste any time getting him into 

the sack,” she boasts. “But I hate being hassled by 
creeps; so I've learned to protect myself.” Danielle’s dad, a 
former boxer, taught her plenty about self-defense. “This 
Hell's Angels type was coming on to me ina bar, and he just 
wouldn't leave me alone-so I decked him.” 

Having made her point, the well-stacked Danielle shows 
her softer side. “The men I do like have never had any com- 
plaints. My boyfriend and I once spent three days in bed, 
fucking and sucking every way we could think of. By the 
time we were done, both of us were kind of puffy and 
bruised-but we felt great! I'd rather be a lover thana fighter 
any day.” Devilish Danielle is certainly a knockout. 
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INTERVIEW WITH A 


BISEXUAL 


A age 35, John Stewart is the picture of suc- 
A Single and in excellent shape-both 
physical and financial-he is president and 
owner of a profitable New York service company 
that affords him the kind of life most of us dream 
about: Fast cars, elegant restaurants, first-class 
travel and, of course, fine women. But Stewart 
adds one other thing to that list: men. 
John Stewart is a bisexual. Eight out of ten times 
he’s making it with women, but the other two 


BY PABLO F. FENJVES 
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BISEXUAL (continued from page 39) 


“[ pulled off my pants, sat on the couch, leaned back, rested 
my head in my hands and let him gobble up my cock.” 


encounters he reserves for men=pursuing 
them with the kind of gusto and bravado the 
average male American reserves for skirt- 
chasing. A look at Stewart tells us nothing 
about his double life. He is 6-2 and weighs 
185 pounds. He has a shock of tight, blond 
curls atop his well-shaped head, and his fea- 
tures are hard, well-defined and-above 
all-manly. 

We met Stewart in his Manhattan office, 
where he spoke candidly with HUSTLER dur- 
ing two meetings, detailing his business suc- 
cess story and what it is he enjoys doing with 
men that women can't provide. 


HUSTLER: You're a practicing bisexual, 
are you not? 

STEWART: Well, for the sake of a work- 
ing definition, the world will label me a 
bisexual in the sense that I have sex with 
both men and women, The problem is 
that nine out of ten people will immedi- 
ately shoot back with, “This guy is a fag 
who can’t admit it. This guy's queer, and 
he can’t face facts.” 

HUSTLER: And that’s not the case? 
STEWART: No, notatall. Quite frankly, I 
don't appreciate labels, but if you're 


going to look for one that fits, you should 
use the term “fully sexual,” which means 
just what it implies: That I am a fully sex- 
ual person and have enjoyed physical en- 
counters with both males and females in 
more ways than most people can even 
imagine. 

HUSTLER: Where did it all start? 
STEWART: I guess I was a fairly normal 
kid in the sense that I started jerking off 
before I had any sperm in me. You know 
what I mean, one of those horny adoles- 
cents who could count the pubic hairs as 
they were coming in. But my interest in 
sex went a little deeper. I wouldn’t say it 
was pathological, but I was intensely curi- 
ous about the subject. Fortunately, I had 
an older brother who filled me in ona lot 
of detail, and so in school I would share 
the information with my friends and 
came to be regarded as the resident ex- 
pert. They made me feel like an author- 
ity-and I enjoyed the role. 

HUSTLER: And all that time your under- 
standing of sex was strictly conceptual? 
STEWART: That's right. Until I was 13 
and a friend of mine from a neighboring 
school district told me about one of his 


“Nasty cold you've got there, Hansen!” 
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male teachers: The guy was queer, he was 
into giving blowjobs and-best of all-he 
paid you to come in his mouth. 
HUSTLER: And you couldn't resist? 
STEWART: [Laughs.] Hey, a 13-year-old 
can always use an extra five bucks. 
HUSTLER: So what happened? 
STEWART: Well, we went over to this 
teacher’s place, and the first thing that 
struck me about the guy was that he was a 
real stud, a very good-looking man. He 
was tall and well-built, and I couldn't 
help but ask my friend why this teacher 
was queer. I mean, he was a winner from 
the word go. 

HUSTLER: What had you expected? 
STEWART: I don’t know. A fruitcake? I 
guess we all have a tendency to think of 
queers as sort of weird, oddball, reject 
characters who hang around bus depots 
and men’s rooms and approach the first 
mark that comes within sniffing distance. 
But this guy wasn’t like that at all. He was 
very pleasant and made me feel very 
much at my ease. And when the time 
came, I simply pulled off my pants, sat on 
the couch, leaned back, rested my head in 
my hands and let him gobble up my cock. 
It was fun—and I made five bucks. 
HUSTLER: Did you go back? 

STEWART: Sure, but it never progressed 
beyond getting my cock sucked. I wasn’t 
into anything else. And when I was 16, I 
finally got my first woman. 

HUSTLER: And what was that like? 
STEWART: Well, it wasn’t as earth- 
shaking as I had hoped. She was a little 
older than I and very aggressive, and she 
just took charge and handled everything 
herself. I felt a little passive, you know, 
and it was all over before I knew it. But it 
wasn't unpleasant. Just not what I ex- 
pected, that’s all. It reminded me of that 
great, sad song by Peggy Lee: “Is That All 
There Is?” Although I must admit that 
later, as I walked home, I felt pretty virile. 
1 kept repeating to myself, again and 
again, “Hey! I've done it!" When I was 
19, I was getting it where I could. In 
those days, the late ’60s, women were still 
fairly conventional, and you had to work 
alittle harder to get them in the sack. But 
they put out if you tried hard enough, 
and I suppose I got more than my fair 
share of them. I was eager to get laid, and 
my curiosity was most definitely piqued 
by the whole issue of sexuality. I thought 
it was rooted in something far deeper 
than simply fucking and coming. 
HUSTLER: And it was strictly women at 
the time? 

STEWART: Yes, but a curious thing was 
happening to me. I started thinking 
about men in sexual terms too because, 
after all, they were physical beings with 
the same drives and desires as the rest of 
us. And I guess I began to think of them 
as potential sexual partners, you know, 
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BISEXUAL (continued from page 40) 


“Cocks are just sort of interesting and fascinating things, 
and I wanted to know what they were like up close.” 


partly perhaps on account of that early 
experience with the schoolteacher and 
partly, I imagine, because I couldn't 
come to terms with our sexual taboos. 
Men had sex too, after all. Why couldn’t 
they have sex with each other? 
HUSTLER: Were you aroused by men? 
STEWART: I really don’t know. What I 
do know is that when I was alone in bed 
and hot and horny, I occasionally took a 
finger and played around in my rectal 
area and, well, I discovered it was pretty 
damn sensitive—a real hot zone. [Laughs.] 
And the other thing was my cock. 
HUSTLER: Yes? 

STEWART: Well, I always wondered what 
it would be like if I could reach down and 
suck my own cock, and I think that most 
men-I mean, if they were physically able 
to get down there and give themselves 
head-would do it. And cocks are just sort 
of interesting and fascinating things, and 
I wanted to know what they were like up 
close and maybe, just maybe, what it 
would be like to have one in my mouth. 
HUSTLER: So you eventually got around 
to trying it? 

STEWART: Well, actually, I got around 


to trying to try it. I was living in the sub- 
urbs at the time. I was 18, and I had a 
friend, a guy a couple of years older than 
I, who was a bisexual. He invited me into 
New York City to have drinks, and we 
both knew exactly what was going on. 
And frankly, I was scared as hell. But 
when you're curious enough, titillated 
enough, fear goes by the wayside. 
HUSTLER: So you went to his place? 
STEWART: No. Actually, we ended up in 
this really dumpy hotel room in Lower 
Manhattan. And I remember that we 
walked in, and we both pushed the dress- 
er up against the door. We weren't taking 
any chances. And then we sat on the bed 
and sipped on our respective beers, and I 
tried to get over my fear, my awkward- 
ness. And eventually we managed to get 
our clothes off, at least partway, and I got 
brave enough to touch his cock and play 
with it a little. But that was about it for 
me. I was nervous, as I told you, and I 
certainly wasn’t going to stick that thing 
in my mouth. And so I lay back—just like 
in the old days with the schoolteacher— 
and let him do his stuff. 

HUSTLER: And that was it? 


“So there | was, trying to talk a drugged-up homicidal maniac into releasing his hostages, 
dropping his gun and trusting in the Lord, when | decided . . . hey, fuck this!” 
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STEWART: Yeah, that was it. In the fall 1 
moved to Los Angeles to start college, 
and I went back to women. I love women, 
and I wasn’t nervous around them. But I 
was on a limited budget, what with being 
a student and everything, and it was very 
hard to meet them. I was 3,000 miles 
from home and lonely, and I took to 
thumbing through the classifieds in the 
hopes of finding some kind of activity 
that would help me make new friends and 
meet willing women. 

HUSTLER: And what did you find? 
STEWART: Well, this was in the late 60s, 
and I came across a small ad in the paper 
for the Sexual Freedom League. It 
sounded kind of interesting; so I attend- 
ed a meeting and was disappointed to 
find a group of counterculture, anti-Es- 
tablishment leftist types-men and wom- 
en-who were simply using sexual libera- 
tion as a political vehicle. On the other 
hand, I noticed that the group also con- 
tained middle-class and upper-middle- 
class people who really did have a healthy 
curiosity about sex, swinging and what 
has generally come to be regarded as the 
alternative lifestyle. I discovered a lot of 
them felt there was something missing in 
their lives. It was a sentiment I shared. I 
had always sensed that we were doing 
something wrong sexually. I always felt 
that we, as a culture and as a society, were 
somehow removed from a potentially full 
and rewarding sexual life. I wanted an- 
swers, and so did they. And at least we 
were asking the right questions. Trouble 
was, nobody had any answers. 
HUSTLER: Did you? 

STEWART: No, I didn’t. But I had the 
will and the desire and the determination 
to find them. Pretty soon we were getting 
into some very wild scenes. 

HUSTLER: Like what? 

STEWART: Group sex, orgies, swapping 
and what have you. And the best part of it 
was that it was genuine. There was noth- 
ing political about it. We were neither 
leftists nor rightists. We were explorers, 
and we talked about our feelings and ex- 
periences as openly and honestly as possi- 
ble. And, in a sense, a lot of us needed 
this kind of peer-group support. 

A lot of them needed to know that 
there were other people who thought 
and felt as they did. They needed to know 
that they weren’t “sick” and that-in ef- 
fect-they were the parents of the sexual 
revolution. 

HUSTLER: I’m sure that must have 
sounded wonderful to a married couple 
who were having sexual problems and 
thought they might be able to work them 
out by exploring an alternative lifestyle. 
Swapping, say. But how often did it actu- 
ally end in divorce? 

STEWART: That’s a very valid point, and 
I must admit that, yes, a lot of couples 
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but if you let yourself go, it can be a real pleasure.” 


tried and failed and went their separate 
ways. But just as many couples tried and 
succeeded and stayed together to enjoy a 
fuller, richer life. My feeling on this—and 
I have always expressed it openly-is that 
there are no guarantees. 

HUSTLER: What was going on in your 
life, sexually speaking, as the movement 
snowballed? 

STEWART: Well, after I joined the move- 
ment, I suddenly discovered that I had 
the intellectual license to explore sex 
more deeply. I felt free to explore any- 
thing and everything. And for the next 
six years, before I left Los Angeles and 
moved back to New York, I did just that. 
You name it, I've tried it. 

HUSTLER: Including men, of course? 
STEWART: Of course. I mean, there are 
a lot of things you can do with a woman, 
or with two women-or even with five 
women. You can eat pussy and fuck their 
cunts and ram it up their ass and come on 
their tits and—hell-the only limits are 
those imposed by your imagination. But 
there are a couple of things you can’t do 
with women, like sucking cock and get- 
ting fucked up the ass. 


HUSTLER: Assuming, of course, that 
that’s your thing. 

STEWART: [Laughs.] Well, it is my thing— 
some of the time. I'd say that seven or 
eight times out of ten I’m making it witha 
woman. But the remainder of the time 
I'm going at it with a man. 

HUSTLER: What are the basic types of 
sex that men can have together? 
STEWART: Basically, there are five things 
you can do. You can get sucked. You can 
suck him. You can 69. You can fuck him 
in the ass with your cock or fist. And you 
can get fucked in the ass. Now, when two 
men get together, both of them are very 
much aware of being men. They both 
have cocks. And it’s one thing for a man 
to admit that, yeah, maybe he would like 
to hold another guy’s cock in his hand 
and watch it get hard, but it’s another 
thing entirely for him to say that he'd like 
to suck it and then, maybe, take it up the 
ass. And I don’t think there's a man out 
there who, at one time or another, hasn't 
had similar thoughts. If he denies it, he's 
probably lying to himself. 

HUSTLER: You say that with a tremen- 
dous amount of conviction. 


“The city is cracking down on transvestites, ma'am. I'll have to ask you 
to show me your pussy!” 
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STEWART: That’s because I know what 
I'm talking about. 
HUSTLER: Well, since you appear to 
have no difficulty talking about it, let’s go 
back to the first time you had a full, ho- 
mosexual encounter. For starters, did 
you tell the guy you were a virgin-if that’s 
the right word? 
STEWART: Most virgins, to use your 
word, have been thinking a great deal 
about having a homosexual encounter, 
but haven't quite made up their minds 
one way or the other. So they begin by 
calling themselves bisexuals, and when 
they meet a guy they like~a guy they're 
willing to take the plunge with-they get 
very nervous. And they want to know 
what they should tell the guy, whether 
they should lay their cards out on the 
table and say, “Be gentle. This is my first 
time.” 
HUSTLER: And what’s your advice to 
virgins? 
STEWART: I advise them to be honest, to 
be up-front. I let them know that there's 
no shame in being inexperienced and 
that we shouldn’t expect to know what 
we're doing if we've never done it before. 
I tell them it’s a lot like tennis, What I 
mean is, in tennis, when we're starting 
out, we know we're going to look pretty 
bad out there on the court, at least in the 
beginning. But it’s an acceptable part of 
playing the game because we know we're 
going to get better. So it should be the 
same in sex, except that there’s so much 
ego wrapped up in the whole sex thing 
that we're afraid to make mistakes, afraid 
to admit that we don’t know quite what 
we’re doing. All I’m saying is that if we’re 
honest, the situation becomes a lot less 
terrifying. 
HUSTLER: Were you honest with your 
first male lover? 
STEWART: Yes, I was honest with him. 
And consequently I wasn't terrified. But, 
of course you're never going to be com- 
pletely relaxed. And, after all, the idea of 
taking a big dick up your ass is pretty 
scary. I mean, the guy who goes to his 
doctor and gets a finger shoved up there 
during a rectal exam is generally in a 
panic, wondering how the hell anyone 
could enjoy a dick up his ass. But what 
he’s got to remember is that he’s in a 
cold, laboratory situation and that if you 
took that same man and stimulated him 
sexually, you'd be talking about an en- 
tirely different story. You'd be talking 
about an experience that-more than 
likely—he’s going to enjoy. 
HUSTLER: I’m not sure most of our 
readers would agree with you, but you 
certainly make no secret of the fact that 
you enjoy it. 
STEWART: Well, let’s put it this way: The 
first time I was very nervous and uncom- 
(continued on page 86) 
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VINGIN LOVE 


OR FIRST FAB FUCK by Terry Southern 


Wilson High in Big D, Dal-Tex, and all my 

‘precious bodily fluids and essence’ were seeth- 
ing in a veritable maelstrom of deep thermal turbu- 
lence, if you get my drift. During this particular 
phase of my prepenetration life the object of my af- 
fection-fantasy (Stroke City!) was in erratic vacilla- 
tion between (1) my art-appreciation teacher, firm 
and willowy Miss Sara Thornton; (2) Cindy Thomp- 
son, our No. 1 angel-faced, pleated-skirt cheerlead- 
er, whose every cartwheel-indeed, almost her every 
move-flashed her pert and perfectly rounded der- 
riere in lace-edged ice-blue panties that resembled 
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nothing so much as a kind of special gift-wrapping 
for a certain yours truly; and (3) my fabulous Aunt 
Grace, the beautiful, 28-year-old, green-eyed, red- 
haired divorced sister of my dear dad. 

She was living in Fort Worth at the time, about 35 
miles away; and when we (my parents and I) visited 
her, we would sometimes stay overnight. On these 
occasions, after dinner, we often played ‘Shoot the 
Moon,’ a four-handed card game that enjoyed a 
certain regional vogue during this era. 

As is frequently the case in bolstering the egos of 
the young by giving them tasks of pseudoauthority, 
it had become traditional that J be the ‘official 
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VIRGIN LOVE (continued from page 57) 


“Let your Aunt Grace take you on a nice, slow trip to that 
paradise you were looking at under the card table.” 


scorekeeper’ during these games. It was a 
job I accepted gracefully and performed 
with dedication-always contriving to sit 
opposite my beautiful Aunt Grace; and 
then at carefully chosen moments, to 
allow my scoring pencil to fall from the 
table. In retrieving it, I would playa little 
shooting game of my own, perhaps best 
described (if one may coin) as ‘Shoot the 
Red-Squirrel’-which consisted of stealing 
a furtive and absurdly quick look at her 
slightly parted thighs and the glittering 
sheen of white-panty V-shape, with its 
hint of red-tufted paradise beyond-the 
frilled panty-edge causing her moist and 
(as I imagined!) ever-sweetening trea- 
sure, like that of the pleated-skirt cheer- 
leader, to have been deliberately, tanta- 
lizingly gift-wrapped! 

Aunt Grace, I can say objectively, was 
the kind of woman every Texan school- 
boy (literally) dreams about—beautiful, 
witty, worldly wise and red-haired to 
boot. (“You reckon her thing is red too?!? 
Hot dang!”) She was the sort of woman 
who could, and often would, match a 
man drink for drink and never be the 
worse for it. 


And what an incredible bod! As lean 
and long-limbed as a racehorse! And 
knockers of the ultrafab mode! I do not 
refer to your monstro, amorphous, sofa- 
pillow boobs so favored in freaky Mom- 
oriented circles, but to those firm, uplift- 
ed, champagne-glass, nipple-thrusting, 
ripe-pear, exact-mouthful, inverted-tea- 
cup-size, Texas-perfection knockers! 

Well, be that as it may, the first memo- 
rable aspect of the historic evening in 
question was the grand run of luck I was 
enjoying. Not only was I ahead in the 
game, but I was also scoring heavily on the 
pencil-drop. This evening the hem of her 
skirt seemed to be resting a bit higher on 
her knees than usual, and her magnifi- 
cent limbs seemed angled slightly farther 
apart. Even the dim light that found its 
way beneath the table seemed more illu- 
minating than it ordinarily was-so that in 
addition to the usual glimpse of panty- 
sheen and promise, this night I could ac- 
tually see (or so I fancied!) beneath the 
sheen the gentle rise of her Venus mound 
and her enchanting labial cleft as well! 

Indeed, in my feverish lust I imagined 
that on my subsequent reconnaissance I 


might even be able to discern the addi- 
tional sheen of dampness within those 
magical folds-which were doubtless 
warm and pulsating as well! But such was 
not the case. When I next leaned down to 
pick up the pencil, for perhaps the fourth 
time, the magical limbs were pressed to- 
gether, and even the hem of the skirt was 
now lowered, somewhat demurely it 
seemed, enough to cover a half inch of 
precious dimpled knee, and I remember 
my sigh (not audible, I trust!) of bitter 
disappointment. Unrequited depravity! 
But then, just as I was about to raise my 
head and resume my place, lo and be- 
hold, the fantastic legs slowly, miracu- 
lously parted! If I ever felt the hot flush 
of religious fervor, it was at that instant. 
What I had to know, of course, was: Had 
her movement, her astounding revela- 
tion . . . been deliberate?!? 

When I sat up again, I shamefully 
averted my eyes from Aunt Grace’s face, 
and my mind was an undulating morass 
of aimless chaotic lust until I felt the play- 
ful nudge of her toe against my knee be- 
neath the table. 

“Your turn, cowboy,” she murmured, 
ostensibly referring to the game on the 
table, but visions of sugar plums-not to 
mention bubbling honeypots—began to 
dance in my feverish head. 

Even so, I thought I must certainly be 
dreaming when, at about 4 a.m., I sudden- 
ly awoke in my room (just down the hall 
from hers!) and knew at once I was not 
alone. And almost as soon I knew who it 
was... by the insinuating rustle of her 
taffeta housecoat and by her heavenly fra- 
grance—both all too hauntingly familiar. 

“Don’t be afraid,” she said, her voice 
hushed with clandestine warmth. “I just 
with you for a few minute: 
that all right?” And so saying, she grace- 
fully slid into bed beside me. 

In my stupefication I wondered if the 
question (‘Is that all right?’) was merely 
rhetorical or if, indeed, 1 should try to 
somehow find voice to answer, This 
would involve, I knew upfront, a consid- 
erable amount of throat-clearing, per- 
haps coughing, maybe even, God forbid, 
the forced chortle-so as to minimize the 
probability of my adolescent larynx 
cracking into a stressed-out castrati. I was 
mercifully spared all this, however, when 
Aunt Grace murmured, “I just know it’s 
all right,” and snuggled close, her taffeta 
robe now entirely parted so that the un- 
believable perfection of her full-length 
bare frontal aspect was pressed against 
me ...as was her warm, wet mouth on 
my neck at almost the same moment, 

“You just lie still, litle cowboy,” she 
purred on, “... just lie still... and re- 
Jax ...and let your Auntie Grace take 
you on a nice, slow trip to that paradise 
you were looking at under the card table 
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VIRGIN LOVE (continued jrom page 58) 
Illuminated by slivers of Texas starlight, the beautiful 
face was enrapt in sensual sucking of my member. 


tonight. Now, doesn’t that sound like 
fun?” 

But before I could think of even ven- 
turing a reply, her warm, wet mouth was 
covering my own. 

I had kissed a few girls in my time, but I 
never dreamed that a mouth could be this 
warm, wet and as sweet as some kind of 
deliciously exotic nectar, And then these 
same incredibly sweet, wet, warm and 
tremulous lips were moving across my 
face, neck, chest, stomach and down to 
fully engorge my pulsating member, 

Through the window next to the bed 
the room was now softly illuminated by 
slivers of Texas starlight, and I was able to 
see quite clearly the same beautiful face 
that I had always so adored now closed- 
eyed and enrapt in slow, sensual sucking 
of my throbbing cock. 

Mercifully, she stopped an instant be- 
fore I came. She raised herself on her 
knees, reached out, switched on the bed 
lamp, then straightened up again, now on 
her knees before me in naked splendor. 
She smiled enchantingly. “I just wanted 
to make sure you saw what you've been 
trying to see all this time,” referring, of 


course, to her perfect pink-nipple breasts 
and her blessed patch of tangerine- 
colored (and flavored, as I was later to 
learn) pubes. Then she spread her flaw- 
less limbs astride me—and with a soft ec- 
static moan (whether real or feigned is of 
no matter) she took me deep inside her 
quivering, grasping, viscous channel of 
love for my first indescribably wonderful 
full vagi-pen! 

Now, the foregoing had occurred on 
Friday (4 a.m. Saturday morning, to be 
exact)-so that evening was high-school 
gym-dance time, double-date time, use of 
the fai ‘ar time .. . in short, Saturday 
Night City in Big D! And in accordance 
with time-honored custom, after taking 
our dates home (having perhaps scored 
for a fleeting taste-figuratively speak- 
ing-of bare knocker, wet finger and the 
like . . . usually well short of gittin’ in her 
pants), we would pile into a couple of 
family cars and head for that area of Big 
D known as ‘Central Tracks’ or, more 
commonly, Nigger-Town and thence to 
the shack of the extraordinary Big Ber- 
tha, a 250-pound black woman of inde- 
terminate age and fairly caustic wit. Here 
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a lad could take his pleasure for, as in- 
credible as it now seems, 25¢ or, more in- 
credible, five milk bottles (due to their re- 
fund value of 5¢ each) if low on funds, as 
was often the case. And I recall one ster- 
ling instance where the hour of tryst was 
actually put off until 5 a.m., when the 
milkman hit the streets, so that barter 
sufficient unto the purpose could be col- 
lected from the doorsteps of sleeping 
suburbia streets in Lakeville and High- 
land Park, and the subsequent and equal- 
ly poignant image of four or five boys 
standing alongside the dilapidated shack, 
pouring the milk out onto the ground (in 
the belief that the bottles might not have 
full barter value unless they were genuine 
empties) until Big Bertha herself 
emerged and said never mind, leave the 
milk in, she would give them the full 5¢ 


, prior to the night in ques- 
tion, I had always abstained from losing 
my virginity in Big Bertha’s giant em- 
brace (out of sheer fear of the unknown) 
and so would wait in the car, along with 
other peers who had not yet dipped their 
cherry-wick, while the elders (elder by a 
few months) filed in to put the wood to 
Big B, then to return and chronicle the 
event in wise and lordly fashion. (“Hell, 
ah had her gittin’ her rocks off faster'n ah 
could counu!,” “She was comin’ like a 
dang machine gun!,” etc.) But now, still 
heady from my sensational conquest (as I 
had already come to think of it), I was 
plenty keen to take my pleasure with the 
B (and my peers!). In any 
ic that on this magical night of nigh s she 
should take it upon herself to raise her 
price-in fact, to double it. 

I doubt that | shall ever forget the 

exact tenor and resonance of the cr 
honk howl of indignant outrage with 
which that announcement was received. 
But it was, if memory serves, a certain 
Billy Joe Bob Dawson (a heavy 14) who 
put it into so many words: “Wal, ah'll be 
dang!” he said, giving a furious kick at the 
dust. “Ah shore ain’t payin’ 50¢ fer no 
dang black pussy-when ah kin git me a 
piece of white fer 75!” 
I apt soon to forget Big B's 
nder, delivered laconically: 
ight, Billy Joe Bob, you j 
right on an’ git you some whit 
pussy for 75, but you study on this too— 
no mattah it be white on the outside or 
black on the outside, it be all pink in the 
goodie!” 

Anyway, it was a winner-image, every- 
one had to agree, and I’m pleased to say I 
was one of her first clients at the new fee: 
I think it may have been an early, sublin 
nal manifestation of my share-the-wealth 
impulse and, I must admit, I've always 
felt a little surge of Texas pride whenever 
it comes to mind. @ 
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“feel very open about my body,” claims Melo- 
dy.“ think it's beautiful, and I'm proud to show 
it off.” At the moment the ravishing blonde 
works as 4 Nautilus instructor, keeping her lus- 
cious form in shape, with the hope of eventually 
becoming a full-time model, 

This secluded island paradise was a dream- 
come-true for her. “If only | could be naked and 
free to do whatever | wished all the time,” she 
sighs. “Actually, | tried that once. It caused 
quite @ stir at the supermarket.” Melody often 
displays an offbeat sense of humor, She says the 
only thing she misses about home is her boy- 
friend: “They say absence makes the fond grow 
harder. | sure as heck hope that's true.” 
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Recently, as Air Force One was flying across the 
country, President Reagan asked Vice President 
Bush to come to the back of the plane and play a 
game of “Buzzard.” 
“Okay,” Bush answered, “but how do we play it?” 
“Easy,” Reagan said. “I'll lay down and play like 
I'm dead, and you eat me off!” 


Question: What do Negroes and pussies have in 
common? 

Answer: They both have big lips, kinky hair and, 
five minutes after you wash them, they smell the 
same, 


A beautiful blonde was telling her friend at a 
party that she was off men for life. “They lie; they 
cheat—they are just no good. From now on when I 
want sex, I'll use my vibrator.” 

“But what if the batteries run out?” asked the 
friend. “What will you do?” 

“Just what I do with my boyfriend,” the blonde 
replied. “I'll fake an orgasm.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines virgin as: 
rookie nookie. 


An Italian, an Irishman and a Polack were all to 
be put to death in the electric chair on the same 
day. The Italian was led in first, strapped to the 
chair and asked if he had any last words. He coldly 
stared into space and shook his head no. The 
lever was pulled but, miracle of miracles, nothing 
happened! The warden declared an act of God 
and set him free. Next the Irishman was strapped 
in and asked if he had any last words, to which he 
didn’t answer. The lever was pulled, and nothing 
happened; so he too was set free. 

Finally, the Polack was strapped to the death 
chair. “Do you have any last words?” the warden 
inquired. 

“Yeah,” he said, “your chair isn’t plugged in.” 
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The mailman came to the door with a small pack- 
age addressed to Mr. Dave Smith. Dave’s wife 
couldn’t resist opening it, but she was revolted to 
find that the box contained a single large turd. 

When her husband came home that evening, 
she told him the story, adding, “I can’t imagine 
who sent that to us.” 

“I know who sent it,” he said. “It’s our tax re- 
turn-shit from the government as usual.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines abortion as: an 
heir cut. 


Question: What do you get when you puta nun in 
a blender? 
Answer: Twisted Sister. 


The tavern customer was hard to please. The 
price of whiskey was too high, as was the wine. So 
he settled for a glass of beer. 

The bartender, a little guy, was upset, but after 
serving a second brew to the guy, he said, “You 
know, I didn’t like you when you first came in, but 
maybe you're okay. You haven't said anything 
about the hump in my back.” 

“Oh, so that’s what that is,” said the disgrun- 
tled patron. “I thought it was your ass. Every- 
thing else in here is so damn high!” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines necrophilia as: 
a bone-chilling experience. 


Two friends, one with his face all covered with 
bandages, met on the street one day. “Christ! 
What happened to you?” the uninjured one 
asked. 

“My old lady hit me because I called her a two- 
bit whore,” the fucked-up one muttered. 

“Damn, man, what did she hit you with?” 

“A purse full of quarters.” 


Roger was on a picnic in the park when he had to 
take a dump; so he headed into the bushes. He 
had barely dropped his trousers when a lady 
stood up behind a large shrub and asked, “Hey 
there, big guy, can I take advantage of you?” 
“Sure,” Roger replied eagerly. So she leaned over, 
grabbed his shirttail and wiped her ass with it. 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If 
you've heard a gut-buster lately, why not send it our way? 
Submit your jokes on 3” X 5” cards, mailed in a sealed 
envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. If your joke is 
selected, we'll send you a check for $50. Sorry-we cannot 


return submissions. 
JULY HUSTLER 


CaeSterte MOLES tor 
WIRY 
Soe 


CHASE. THE. {| | 
SULEAT ___a 


Fiction by Charles Bukowski 


oo 
Mm 1 
4 


first saw her in 
a bar on Alvarado Street. 
Lisa, that is. 
I was 24 years 
old; she about'35. She was 
sitting about bar centér, and 
there was an empty stool 
on either side of her. 
Compared.to the 
average woman who came to 
that bar, she wasa 
beauty. Her face was a bit 
round, and her hair F 
didn’t seemexceptional, but 
there was a quietneés in 
the way she sat, and'asadness. 
Aalsosensedan / 
, eerie quality about her. 
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THE LADY WITH THE LEGS (continued from page 75) 


There was a sheer blasting sound as shards of glass came 
leaping out like giant icicles, and the lights went out. 


most marvelous part of her was the legs: 
neat ankles, perfect calves, knees that 
ached to be squeezed, and also wondrous 
thighs. 

It was as if that part of her body had 
maintained as the remainder had begun 
to lose out. 

Her chin was too round, and her face 
was slightly puffy. She looked alcoholic. 

Her high-heeled shoes were black and 
shiny, and she had three fake-gold brace- 
lets on her left arm; also, a dark mole just 
above the wrist. She was smoking a long 
cigarette and staring down into her 
drinking glass. She appeared to be drink- 
ing scotch along with a bottle of beer for 
a chaser, 

I went back to my stool, finished my 
whiskey sour and nodded the bartender 
in for another. He trotted off. When he 
came back with my drink, I asked him 
about the lady with the legs. 

“Oh,” he said, “that’s Lisa.” 

“She looks pretty good,” I said. 
come none of the men sit near he: 

“That's easy,” he answered, “She’s 
crazy.” 

Then he walked off. 


“How 


I picked up my drink and walked down 
to Lisa. I took the stool to her left, lit a 
cigarette and had a hit of my drink. I was 
fairly intoxicated. 

I picked up my whiskey sour and 
drained it, nodded the bartender in. “A 
refill for me and the lady. Also, two Hei- 
nekens for chasers.” 

Hearing that, Lisa knocked off her 
drink. 

When the new ones arrived, she took a 
hit of hers, and I took a hit of mine. 

Then we both just sat there, looking 
straight ahead. 

Maybe a couple of minutes passed. 
Then she spoke: “I don’t like people, do 
you?” 

“No.” 

“You look like a mean son of a bitch. 
Are you?” 

“No.” 

She knocked off her drink, took a good 
gulp of beer. I followed suit. 

“I'm crazy,” she said. 

“Yeah?” 

“Are you crazy?” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

I waved the bartender in. 


“Sorry, Rocky, we're out of smelling salts!" 
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“T'll buy the next,” Lisa said. 

She ordered the refills like one who 
had done that any number of times. 
When the drinks arrived, I said, “Thank 
you, Lisa.” 

“You're welcome. ... What's your 
name?” 

“Hank.” 

“You’re welcome, Hank.” 

Lisa took a sip, then glanced at me. 
“Are you crazy enough to break a bar 
mirror?” 

“T think I already have.” 

“Where was it?” 

“The Orchid Room.” 

“The Orchid Room is a stupid place.” 

“I don’t go there anymore.” 

Lisa took a big drain of beer, set her 
bottle down, then sighed, “Well, I’m 
going to break this bar mirror.” 

“Go,” I told her, “ahead.” 

Lisa drained her scotch, then stood up 
and grabbed her beer bottle. 

I saw her raise it over her head. I 
leaped up to grab her arm, but I wasa bit 
late: I only slowed her overhand toss just 
a fraction. 

The Heineken bottle looped in a slow, 
high arc toward the bar mirror as my 
mind quickly said, “No, no, no, NO!” 

There was a sheer blasting sound as 
shards of glass came leaping out like giant 
icicles, and for some strange reason the 
lights went out. 

It was frightening, glamorous and 
beautiful. 

I drained my drink. 

In the dark I saw much white rushing 
toward us. It was the bartender, most of 
him shirt and apron. He was moving 
fast. 

“YOU CRAZY BITCH!” he screamed. 
“TLL KILL YOU!” 

I put Lisa behind me. 

I found my beer bottle. I tried to time 
it as he came in, I was lucky. I caught him 
above the left temple. But he didn’t fall. 
He just stood there in the dark in all his 
white. He was like a doorman waiting for 
acab. 

I switched the bottle to my left hand 
and cracked him on the right temple. He 
fell toward the bar, caught himself by 
grabbing the edge with both hands. He 
held there a moment, then began to tilt 
toward Alvarado Street. 

When he hit the floor, the lights went 
on again. 

For a second it was as if everybody 
were frozen in the light: the patrons, me, 
Lisa, the barkeep. 

Then I yelled, “LET'S GO!” 

I grabbed Lisa by the arm and pulled 
her toward the rear exit. 

Then we were in the alley, and I yanked 
her along. 

“COME ON! COME ON! HURRY!” 

“I CAN’T RUN IN THESE GOD- 
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Lisa’s skirt was pulled back, exposing the most beautiful 
legs on Earth. I stared in disbelief. 


DAMNED HIGH-HEELED SHOES!” 

“TAKE THEM OFF!” 

Lisa stopped and pulled them off, 
handed one to me. She took the other, 
and we ran down the alley. 

When we got to the end, I looked back. 
We weren't being followed. 

“All right, put your shoes back on.” 

She worked at it, slipping the first one 
on. Then holding to my shoulder, she got 
the other one on. Then she just stood 
there, swaying. 

“Okay,” I said, “come on!” 

“Where we going?” 

“To my place.” 

We were at the end of the alley near the 
corner, Then I saw a bus pull up to expel 
a fare. I waved at the bus and pulled Lisa 
toward it. The driver had closed the door, 
but he saw us. He was a nice sort and re- 
opened the door. I pushed Lisa on and 
dropped in the fare. I tried to pull her to 
a seat, but she just grabbed onto the pole 
above the money meter and wobbled 
about there. 

She glared at me through mad green 
eyes. “SHIT! I WANT A CAB! I'M A 
LADY! I DON'T RIDE A FUCKING BUS! 


I DON’T RIDE A FUCKING BUS!” 

Lisa was like a beautiful drunken ga- 
zelle, her miraculous buttocks swaying to 
the rocking of the bus. 


's only four blocks. 
1" she screamed. “SHIT!” 

The next stop was ours. I pulled the 
cord. The bus pulled up and stopped. 

I pried Lisa’s hands from the pole, got 
her about the waist and pulled her down 
the steps to the street. 

The bus driver looked at me through 
the open door. 

“Good luck, buddy. You're going to 
need it.” 

“You're jealous,” I said. 

He laughed, closed the door and drove 
off into the night. 

Lisa appeared to be getting drunker, 
and I wasn’t too well off myself. I walked 
her along, one of my arms about her 
waist, the other pulling her right arm 
about my neck. She was rocking and stag- 
gering. Her beautiful legs were giving up. 

“Doncha have a fucking car?” 

“No.” 


“Now, Billy, why don't you tell the class why you'd like 
to be a pirate when you grow up!” 
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“You're a bum!” 

“Yes.” 

We were slowly and laboriously near- 
ing my apartment. 

“You got anything to drink up there? If 
you don’t have anything to drink up 
there, I’m not coming!” 

“Lots of bottles of wine....The 
best... .” 

“I'm sick,” she said. 

Lisa lurched to the left. I was too drunk 
to right her. We fell. Luckily, there was a 
large hedge on that side. We pummeled 
down into it. 

Thit the greenery, rolled backward and 
was upon my back on the sidewalk. I got 
myself up. Then I looked down. 

And there in the moonlight was Lisa, 
half spread in the hedge and half upon 
the sidewalk. She was hanging from one 
side, dangling. Her skirt was pulled back, 
exposing the most beautiful legs on 
Earth. I stared in disbelief. 

But I gathered myself, knowing that a 
possible prowl car was always any given 
moment away. 

“Lisa,” I said, “LISA! PLEASE WAKE 


It did something to her. As I yanked 
her out of the hedge, she made her legs 
behave. It was the act of a terrorized 
will... . 

I got her to the front doorway of the 
apartment, got her into the lobby and 
moved her toward the elevator. I hit the 
button, the lift was there, and I worked 
her in. I hit the floor button and held 
Lisa upright, waiting. 

“I miss my son,” she said. “I want my 
baby.” 

“Sure you do,” I said. 

I got her out of there and down to my 
door. As I opened it, she leaned forward 
against me, and we both fell forward into 
there.... 

Lisa got up, straightened her nylons, 
picked up her purse, walked to a chair 
across the room, sat down and fumbled 
in her purse for cigarettes. Outside in 
the night the mostly red neon of L.A. 
poured in. 

I opened a bottle of wine for Lisa and 
poured her a water-glassful. To the slight 
sound of nylon rubbing, she crossed her 
magic legs. 

On the couch across from her I had my 
own bottle, had poured my own glassful. 
I drained it, poured another. 

Lisa looked at me. Her eyes got larger 
and larger. She looked as if she were 
going nuts. Then she spoke: “You think 
you're hot shit! You think you're Mr. Van 
Bilderass!” 

I was down to my shorts and under- 
shirt. They were soiled and ripped. 

I got up. 
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THE LADY WITH THE LEGS (contizued from page 78) 


The greasy white substance spurted out, a buildup, a 
release of years of frustration and loneliness. 


I pranced. 

I slapped my legs. 

“Hey, baby, you think you got good 
legs? Look at these!” 

Then I pushed my chest out and made 
a bicep out of my right arm. “Look at that, 
baby! I’ve decked many a slimy bastard 
with one punch!” 

I walked back to the couch, sat down, 
drained half my glass. Lisa just continued 
to look at me. Her eyes still got larger and 
larger and larger. 

“You think you're Mr. Van Bilderass!” 

“RIGHT!” 

She reached down and got her wine 
bottle, which she had corked. While look- 
ing at me, wild and wide-eyed she was, 
Lisa slowly lifted the bottle over her 
head, got her arm into the throw position 
as I yelled, “HOLD IT!” 

And she did. 

I said, “NOW YOU CAN THROW 
THAT SON OF A BITCH, BUT IF YOU 
DO, BE SURE YOU KNOCK ME OUT! 
BECA' IF YOU DON'T, IT’S COM- 
ING RIGHT BACK AT YOU, AND I'M 
GOING TO KNOCK YOUR FUCKING 
HEAD OFF!” 


While still looking wild-eyed, she slowly 
lowered the bottle to the floor. 

1 walked over, uncorked it and filled 
her glass. Then I walked back to the 
couch and sat down. I was in a great posi- 
tive state of mind. 

“Now, whore,” I said, “I want you to 
pull your skirt back a little more. . . .” 

Positive or not, I was still a bit sur- 
prised when Lisa did. 

The edge of her skirt was about two 
inches above her knees. I could see an 
inch of flesh above the edge of the 
nylons. 

“Now,” I said, “give me one more inch! 
No more than that!” 

Lisa tugged her skirt up another inch. 

I walked up and stood in front of her. 
Each valley and curve of her flesh was 
amazing. Her black high-heeled shoes 
glittered. 

“TWIST YOUR ANKLE! KICK YOUR 
UPPER LEG A BIT! 

Lisa conceded. 

“NOW STOP!" 

She stopped. 

OW GIVE ME ANOTHER HALF 
INCH!” 


“For 25 | fake an orgasm. For 50 | fake a little better!” 
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Lisa slipped her skirt up a bit more. 

“YES! THERE!” 

Iwas ape. I dropped to my knees, peer- 
ing up her legs. 

Lisa leered at me, “You're a fucking 
jerk; you're nuts!” 

I reached out ands grabbed a foot. I 
kissed that black high-heeled shoe on the 
side, just near the edge where the nylon 
was. Then I kissed her ankle. 

“You're not a killer, are you?” she 
asked. “One of my friends, she went to 
this guy’s room, and he tied her to his bed 
and took out this knife and carved his ini- 
tials on her....She screamed so loud, 
the police came and saved her. . . . You're 
not—" 

“SHUT UP!” 

I stood up and took it out. 

I spit into my palm and started massag- 
ing myself. 

“You fuckin’ whore,” I said, 

I began rubbing with abandon. 

“ANOTHER INCH! SHOW ME AN- 
OTHER INCH!” 

I flailed away. 


“SHOW ME MORE! SHOW ME 
MORE!” 

It was the secret and the trick and the 
entirety! 

“THERE! OH, MY GOD!" 

I came. 


The greasy white substance spurted 
out, a buildup, a release of years of frus- 
tration and loneliness. As it gushed out, I 
ran up to Lisa and spilled the white glue 
of myself all over her nylons and upper 
legs. Still spurting, I held it there. 

She screamed and leaped up. 
PIG! YOU FUCKING IDIOTIC PIG 

Lisa ran into the bathroom. 

I reached up, grabbed the end of my 
undershirt and wiped off. Then I walked 
back to the couch, poured myself a glass- 
ful and lit a cigarette. 

Lisa came out, sat down in her chair 
and poured herself one. Then she lit a 
cigarette. She inhaled deeply, exhaled. 
And as she exhaled, her voice came out 
over the top of the smoke: “You poor 
miserable fuck.” 

“T love you, Lisa,” I said. 

She just looked away to her left. 

Little did I know that that would be the 
beginning of two of the most miserable 
and invigorating years of my life. 

When she looked back, she said, “Is 
this all you have to drink? This cheap 
fucking wine?” 

“It’s not so bad, Lisa. When I drink it, 
what I do is think of something pleasant 
as it runs down my throat-like waterfalls 
ora bank account of $500. Or sometimes 
I imagine myself in a castle with a moat. 
Or I imagine myself as the owner of a liq- 
uor store. 

“You're crazy,” she said. 

And she was absolutely right. @ 
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BISEXUAL (continued from page 44) 


“Getting fucked up the ass is like eating caviar... . I 
find it to be a rare and delectable treat.” 


fortable. But as I got increasingly turned 
on, I managed to get looser and looser, 
and eventually, with a little help from a 
tube of K-Y jelly, I was getting rammed 
up the ass and loving it. It’s very, very 
nice when you stop working against it. If 
you tense up, it can turn into a painful ex- 
perience, but if you let yourself go, it can 
be a real pleasure. In fact, getting fucked 
up the ass is like eating caviar: I wouldn't 
want it every night, but when I have it, I 
find it to be a rare and delectable treat. 
HUSTLER: Do you feel the same way 
about sucking cock? 

STEWART: Yeah, there are elements to 
sucking cock that are very enjoyable, par- 
ticularly deep-throating. Now, that’s a 
real science, getting a guy’s cock right 
down in my throat, right in there. That's a 
real challenge. And my eyes start water- 
ing and a bit of gagging and a struggle 
and all that, yes, it's a very stimulating 
and intriguing process. 

HUSTLER: Do you let guys come in your 
mouth? 

STEWART: Sure. It just slips right on 
down, Nothing to it. 

HUSTLER: Wasn't the idea of sucking 


cock disturbing to you at all? 

STEWART: Look, I think you have to put 
it into context. For example, doesn’t 
going down ona woman look equally per- 
verse—I mean, initially? It doesn’t partic- 
ularly strike one as something they might 
find gratifying. And, frankly, for a long 
time I did not find it gratifying. I used to 
go down on women almost out of a sense 
of duty. I wanted to be one of the boys, 
you know. And then one night, at a party 
in California, I met a woman who was a 
real knockout. We hit it off right away, 
and I remember that as I began going 
down on her, I was becoming more and 
more turned on, and then before I knew 
it I was actually getting off on eating her, 
getting very, very turned on simply by 
going down on her. To me that was an 
eye-opening experience to suddenly real- 
ize I could get off that way. 

HUSTLER: And you feel the same way 
about sucking cock? 

STEWART: Most certainly. 

HUSTLER: Where do you go for your ho- 
mosexual encounters? 

STEWART: I often like to go down to one 
of the gay bars, or to the baths, because I 
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enjoy that kind of encounter. There’s a 
lot to be said for sauntering into a bar, 
getting a drink, then checking out the 
merchandise. I mean, basically, most of 
the guys are there for the same thing, 
They're hoping to hit it off with someone 
they might spend the night with. And, 
unlike the heterosexual singles scene, 
there’s no bullshit. You buy your drink; 
he buys his drink. You talk and-if you hit 
it off-you go home together. It’s very in- 
expensive, if that’s a concern. On the 
other hand, with a woman, after the aver- 
age guy springs for gas, dinner and the 
theater, he’s lucky if he gets change on a 
C-note. 

HUSTLER: But judging from the way you 
live, and from those two lovely gals who 
interrupted the interview a few minutes 
ago to shower you with kisses, I don’t 
suppose finances are much of a consider- 
ation in your case? 

STEWART: [Laughs.] Not at all. I make it 
with men because I enjoy them. Let me 
put it this way: Sometimes, after a partic- 
ularly long and trying day, I think of my 
options, I can either call one of anumber 
of women I'm friendly with, get in the tub 
with her and enjoy a rubdown and a good 
fuck. Or I can get it on with a man. Now, 
to me, the thing about women is that 
they’re frail and gentle creatures—and 
God knows that's why I love them. But 
sometimes I’m in the mood for some- 
thing different. I'm harried and feeling a 
little aggressive with a woman's fragility. 
So I take a trip down to one of the local 
bathhouses to see what I can find. 
HUSTLER: And what do you find 
generally? 

STEWART: A hundred guys walking 
around with towels wrapped around 
their middles. And the nicest part about 
it is that you don’t have to meet them in 
the conventional sense of the word. You 
just look, connect if you can, and that's 
that-you slip away for sex. Why would I 
want to know what his name is? What he 
does for a living? That he's in real estate 
and has a wife and two lovely kids? I really 
don't give a shit about him as a person. 
I’m not there to make a relationship with 
him. I’m there to fuck and suck and what- 
ever else comes to mind. 

HUSTLER: So it’s a meat market in the 
truest sense of the word? 

STEWART: Yes, it is indeed. 

HUSTLER: I suppose sex between men is 
much rougher. You mentioned earlier 
that on particularly aggressive days you 
don’t like to deal with the fragility of a 
woman. 

STEWART: That's true. You see, aside 
from the beauty of the completely anony- 
mous sexual encounter, there's the 
added attraction that I don’t in any way 
have to restrain myself. Men are, of 
course, much more rough-and-tumble. I 
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BISEXUAL (continued from page 86) 
“Nothing will ever take the place of the emotional 
commitments I allow myself to enjoy with women.” 


used to wrestle as a kid, and I liked get- 
ting knocked about. Not pain, mind you, 
but the kind of workout athletes enjoy. 
That dynamic tension. It’s almost as if, 
when you have sex with a man, you can be 
more of a man. 

HUSTLER: That's a loaded statement. 
STEWART: Well, let me point out some- 
thing: It’s a well-known fact in homosex- 
ual and bisexual circles that the big tough 
guys-the ones who are built like football 
players—are generally the ones who like 
taking it up the ass. While the slight guys, 
the smaller guys, well, they're the ones 
who like to do the fucking. Now, this isn't 
always the case, but it’s a general rule. 
And the reason for this is that the light- 
weights want to assert themselves to satis- 
fy their egos, because even if they're gay, 
they are, after all, still men. While the big 
guys are fine male specimens from the 
word go, and since they feel comfortable 
with who and what they are, they have no 
problem taking it up the ass. 

HUSTLER: Since you like sucking cock 
and you like getting fucked in the ass, why 
are 70% to 80% of your sexual encoun- 
ters with women? 

STEWART: I said that sometimes I enjoy 


that masculine, rough-and-tumble, man- 
to-man experience. And I said that some- 
times I just want a quick, simple fuck. But 
nothing can ever take the place of a wom- 
an’s softness and femininity. And noth- 
ing will ever take the place of the emo- 
tional commitments I allow myself to 
enjoy with women. 

HUSTLER: I'm glad you brought that up, 
since I was just about to. You're not just a 
sex-machine then? 

STEWART: I am most definitely not a sex- 
machine, and I would be very disappoint- 
ed if I came across that way. I want you to 
know that I have a very gratifying emo- 
tional life and that I am currently giving 
serious thought to becoming a father. I 
am very much a believer in love relation- 
ships, and I happen to be enjoying a cou- 
ple of such relationships—with women-at 
the present time. 

HUSTLER: So you reserve your emotion- 
al commitments for the ladies? 
STEWART: Yes. With men it’s stri 
With women it goes far deeper. There's 
that emotional bond. 

HUSTLER: | don’t think this interview 
would be complete if I didn’t ask you 
whether AIDS (acquired immune-defi- 


“Go easy, baby. He's attack-trained!” 


ciency syndrome) has put a damper on 
the kind of anonymous sex we were talk- 
ing about earlier? 

STEWART: Well, yes, AIDS certainly has 
put a damper on that kind of sex. I, for 
one, have become much more careful 
about picking my male partners. But 
there are still men out there who contin- 
ue to defy the odds. They continue to 
play the game even though it might be 
deadly, even though they know it’s just 
another form of Russian roulette. 
HUSTLER: It’s hard to read you. On the 
one hand, I realize that you’re being 
forthright and honest and that you've 
talked to us openly about your bisexuality 
and your obvious enjoyment of men. On 
the other, we're trying to figure out what 
your message is. Are you trying to con- 
vert our readers? Are you trying to tell 
the world that bisexuality is the answer? 
STEWART: I'm not trying to convert any- 
one. And as to whether bisexuality is the 
answer, it is for me-and I think it could 
be for a lot of people if they weren’t so 
heavily conditioned by society. We're all 
human. We learn how to play the game, 
how to behave, how to talk, how to win 
approval. 

Consequently, all of us are afraid of 
being outsiders, of being ostracized by 
society. What I’ve found—what I view as 
the key element here-is that our ability to 
communicate is the single most impor- 
tant thing we have going for us as human 
beings. And what I would like to do is try 
to develop a climate of nonjudgment, the 
kind of climate where we can say to one 
another, “That's fine.’ Share your feel- 
ings with us. We've all been there. 
There’s nothing unusual about those fan- 
tasies. You aren't ‘sick.’ You don’t need 
to run off and hide. You need feel no 
shame and no guilt.” 

HUSTLER: No offense meant, but it 
sounds like a throwback to the ‘60s. Do 
you think it works? 

STEWART: Oh, yeah. What's more, I've 
found that when people are open and 
honest about their sexuality, they drop a 
lot of other pretenses. They become 
more human. It’s very rewarding to 
watch people grow and flower as they 
come to terms with their sexual identi- 
ties. It’s very rewarding to know that I'm 
not taking part in some kind of rare, ab- 
errant behavior, but am actually a fully 
sexual being who has succeeded in un- 
learning many of the hang-ups that socie- 
ty continues to pass along. And I'll tell 
you this: No one will ever be able to con- 
vince a person who has had a homosexual 
encounter that it doesn’t work. It does 
work, and it works very well. And then 
too-if I can end this interview on a note 
of levity-bisexuality doubles your 
chances of getting laid on Saturday 
night. @& 
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A Imost every young man at one 
time or another has fanta- 


ized about fucking his baby- 
sitter. But my experience has an 
interesting twist to it; 1 made it 
with my sister’s baby-sitter. That 
is to say, I screwed the girl 
watching my sister’s two kids. 

Itall started during my spring 
break from college when I heard 
my divorced sister, Jane, making 
arrangements with a young lady 
for the following night. From 
what I could hear, Jane was 
going to be out very late, and she 
told the sitter, Julie, that she 
probably would not get home 
until after three o'clock in the 
morning. 

Not one to miss a golden op- 
portunity, the next night at 9:30 
I grabbed one of my very best 
X-rated movies and made my 
way over to my sister’s house. I 
knew that the kids had to be in 
bed by eight. I figured that an 
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figures fucking away on the tele- 
vision screen, she slid her right 
hand between her legs. I quietly 
closed the door as her middle 
finger slipped inside the moist 
region of her pussy lips. 

As quickly as I could, I ran to 
the front door and let myself 
out. I carefully knocked twice, 
praying I wouldn’t wake the chil- 
dren. “Who is a soft voice 
asked me as the door opened. 
Looking up, I came face to face 
with one of the horniest females 
I've ever had the good fortune 
to meet. Her face was flushed, 
her light-blue eyes were still 
smoldering with suppressed de- 
sire, and a damp T-shirt conceal- 
ed her heaving breasts. 

“I’m Jane’s kid brother Con- 
rad,” I told her. “Is she home? 
She said I could come over any- 
time and watch a movie on her 
VCR.” I let my eyes feast on her 
nubile tits a moment and then 


hour and a half was plenty of 

time for them to fall asleep. 
When I got there, I let myself 

in quietly through the back door 


Kinky Korner is written by our readers—one person's report 
on his or her personal kink. HUSTLER will pay $250 on pub- 
lication for seven-page, double-spaced typed manuscripts. 
And please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


looked back into her eyes. 

“Ms. Snow is out for the eve- 
ning,” Julie said. “She won't be 
home until very late.” She was 
studying my face while she spoke 


and made my way through the 
dark house. As I crept down the hall, I listened for any sounds 
of activity coming from the kids’ room upstairs, Nothing 
there, but I could hear sounds in the family room. Reaching 
out, I clasped the doorknob, turned it very slowly and peered 
inside. On the TV screen was a man with his pants down 
around his ankles slowly but steadily fucking a beautiful 
blonde from behind! I couldn't believe it. As I listened to the 
actors’ heavy moaning and panting, I shifted my gaze to the 
couch. There-with her fingers making slow circles around her 


= T-shirt-covered breasts-was Julie, a sexy young girl who 


looked to be about 19. While my cock stiffened in my pants, I 
watched in awe as she continued to caress herself. 

Suddenly, she lifted her T-shirt up over her tits, exposing a 
magnificent set of knockers. With her eyes glued to the two 
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and let her eyes trail over my broad shoulders and down my 
stomach, I could almost see her mind working. She seemed re- 
lieved that I was Jane's brother, and I could tell that she liked 
what she saw, but she seemed a little hesitant at the same time. 
Maybe she was afraid I'd see what she’d been watching on the 
VCR. After eyeing me closely and checking out my vital statis- 
tics again, she made her decision. “You're welcome to come in 
and use the VCR. I’m reading.” 
We smiled at each other, and I followed her down the hall to 
the family room. As she curled up on the couch with a book, I 
went over and turned the TV and VCR back on. “Hmm... 
there’s a movie still in here,” I said as I hit the play button. 
On the screen a young woman was busily sucking away at a 
guy’s big ten inches while he fastened his lips on her snatch. I 
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MODEL RELEASE 


Here is the model release you must send with 
your entry (preferably, more than one photo) in 
HUSTLER’s Beaver Hunt contest—see opposite 
page. Models should be shown totally nude, 
and faces must be visible. Novelty photos will 
be considered. Mail to: HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los An- 
geles, CA 90067-3054, 


Please Print 


Date of Birth Phone (include area code) 


Model's Social Security Number 
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turned around and found Julie’s eyes on 
me. “What movie did you bring over?” 
she asked. I grinned at her and pushed 
the stop button. Popping the tape out, I 
slid mine in and hit play. Then sauntering 
over to the couch, I lounged down beside 
her and said, “Same kind.” 

She stared at me for a moment, and 
then a sensual smile came to her face. 
“My name’s Julie,” she said. 

“Nice to meet you,” I responded. As 
we watched, a guy pulled his huge dick 
out of a girl's sopping pussy and, spread- 
ing the cheeks of her ass, shoved his cock 
up her tight little bunghole, When Julie 
looked over to me, I was already staring 
at her. I reached out with my right hand 
and cupped her left breast. Squeezing it 
gently, I said, “You've got an amazing set 
of tits. I'd like to rub my face and hands 
all over them.” 

Julie leaned toward me and asked soft- 
ly, “So what's stopping you?” With an in- 
vitation like that, I needed no further en- 
couragement. I leaned over and fastened 
my lips on hers. Her tongue slid between 
my teeth and attacked mine. She was fan- 
tastic; I wanted to gobble her up. Rub- 
bing her breasts through her shirt, I took 
a nipple between my thumb and forefin- 
ger and squeezed. She groaned as I ran 
both hands down her waist and then 
slipped them up under her shirt. 

Massaging her soft flesh, I whispered, 
“Oh, baby, they’re so nice. Take off your 
shirt so I can suck your nipples.” I contin- 
ued to knead her tits and then lowered 
my head and captured her left nipple be- 
tween my teeth. Julie groaned louder and 
held my head in her hands as I swirled my 
tongue around the pink knob, which 
hardened with my touch. 

“Oh, yes, that’s it,” she purred. “Suck, 
baby, suck!” As I moved my lips from one 
tit to the other, I ran my left hand down 
over Julie’s flat stomach and slid it into 
her shorts. She gasped as my fingers 
found her dripping cunt and eased inside 
her, Like a suction, her pussy muscles 
grasped my fingers, her hips bucking 
wildly to meet them. Filled with lust and 
delight, she reached down and pushed 
her shorts to her thighs, and I began cir- 
cling her swollen clit. Spreading her legs 
wide, she ran her hands over her bobbing 
breasts and squeezed them tightly. When 
she asked me to eat her, I didn’t hesitate, 
I moved down her incredible body and 
clasped both checks of her taut ass in my 
hands. “Ooh,” Julie cried out as my 
tongue rolled over the folds of her cunt. 
“Oh, Conrad, please don't stop. Shove 
your tongue up my pussy.” And I did, 
kneading her breasts while I pushed my 
face against her snatch. 

When I couldn't hold back any longer, 
Lunzipped my fly, pulled down my jeans, 
and she took my throbbing penis and 


guided the rosy head to her pulsing slit. 
“Oh, fuck me,” Julie panted, groaning as 
it slid in. With a hard thrust I buried my 
rod all the way inside her until my balls 
rested against her ass. Then, slowly, I 
withdrew my dick all the way and swiftly 
rammed it home again. 

Her hips rose and fell to meet mine, 
and she gasped as we ground against one 
another. Suddenly, she screamed and 
shuddered with a frantic orgasm that I 
was sure would wake the kids. 

“Oh, Conrad,” she moaned, “I want 
you to fuck me up the ass. I want you to 
spread my cheeks and shove your big dick 
up my butt.” I could feel my cock pulsat- 
ing as she whispered her lewd suggestions 
to me. I guess Julie could feel it too, be- 
cause she cried out, “Yeah, that's it, baby. 
Keep it nice and hard for me.” 

I pulled out of her and looked down at 
my blue-veiner. It was stiff as a ramrod, 
“Okay, baby,” I said. “You asked for it.” I 
rolled the willing baby-sitter over onto 
her stomach, spread her legs wide and 
stuck her rump up in the air. 

“Oh, I want your thick cock in my as 
she wailed. “Give it to me.” Using the 
juices from her dripping snatch, I lubri- 
cated three of my fingers and slowly 
snaked first one, then two and finally 
three fingers into her tight little asshole, 
The opening was small, but it stretched as 
I worked my fingers in and out. 

“Put your cock in me,” she begged, 
obediently spreading her ass cheeks. I 
greased my shaft with her pussy juice and 
made the plunge. My cock didn’t fit at 
first, but once Julie relaxed her sphinc- 
ters, my penis was soon buried deep in 
her bunghole. She cried out sharply from 
the pain, but after a few thrusts she began 
to move her hips against mine. 

“Ooh, it’s so big,” she moaned, “so 
big.” Slowly we picked up the rhythm. I 
pounded deep inside her bowels, harder 
and faster, while she took me on a wild, 
bucking ride. She moaned with each 
thrust and began to finger her dripping 
slit, while I kneaded her breasts and 
fucked her asshole. Gasping and shud- 
dering, she began to twist and writhe be- 
neath me in orgasm. A few seconds later I 
shot an endless stream of jism into her 
quivering anus and rolled off the ex- 
hausted, sweat-soaked baby-sitter. 

When I looked at the TV screen, the 
its were on. We'd been fucking for 
an hour! I kissed her, got dressed 
and left, not wanting to be caught hang- 
ing around when my sister came home. 
Julie and I have had many such encoun- 
ters since then, but I’m still checking out 
Jane’s other baby-sitters. I’m just waiting 
until I find another one curled up on the 
couch, watching an X-rated flick with her 
hands down her pants. When I do-look 
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out, sweet thing, here I come! 
JULY HUSTLER 
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(continued from page 14) 


The object of the game is to smack some- 
body on the opposite team with a basket- 
ball. Anyway, a wild throw sailed out the 
door and into the hallway. We heard a 
sound like a sack of potatoes hitting the 
ground, followed by a groan. We peeked 
out the door and saw Coach Bartel, the 
meanest coach in the school, sitting on 
the floor holding his paunchy stomach 
and looking like he was gonna toss his 
cookies at any moment, 

Everyone took off like a shot, but I’m 
the one who got caught. Coach hauled 
me back to my deserted homeroom and 
told me to sit down and shut up until he 
came back to notify me to leave. I gave 
him the finger as the door shut and the 
lock clicked into place. 

I eventually fell asleep. When the wall 
clock buzzed, I bolted upright and rea- 
lized it was 5:15 in the evening. Coach 
hadn't come back, and now I was locked 
in, I didn’t panic-I knew Fred the janitor 
would be arriving eventually. 

Well, when somebody finally did show 
up, around it wasn't Fred, but the 
Queen of Knockers herself. I told Miss 
Janet what had happened, and she said 
that as long as I was there, I might as well 
help her clean out her desk. Eventually 
she noticed that I was walking strangely (a 


raging hard-on will do that to you) and 
asked if I was all right. 

“Fine, Miss Janet,” I lied in a stammer- 
ing voice. “I’m just a little stiff... uh 
... from sitting down so long.” 

When she bent over to begin clearing 
out the bottom files, I knew I couldn't 
stand much more. Her green skirt had 
ridden up her back, leaving much of that 
delectable round ass exposed. She was 
wearing tight pink panties, and the shad- 
ow of her pubic mound was plainly visi- 
ble, straining against the silky fabric. My 
cock ached as if it were caught in a vise. 

My hands began moving as if they hada 
life of their own, descending right on the 
warm cheeks of Janet’s ass. I was para- 
lyzed, waiting for the screams of shocked 
outrage. Instead, she stood and faced 
me, looking me in the eyes for a long 
time. Then she smiled and removed her 
glasses. Her eyes were bright blue. 

“You're a troublemaker, aren’t you?” 
she said softly. “Troublemakers need dis- 
cipline.” She laughed and reached under 
her skirt, lifting it and sliding her panties 
down those long sleek legs all in one 
smooth motion. Her bush was brunet, 
just like her head. Seeing the bulge in my 
jeans, she reached out and pulled down 
my zipper. My engorged penis leaped out 
like a trained lion on command. 

A moment later I watched the head of 
my rod disappear between Janet’s red 
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lips. At first all she did was run her 
tongue over the end of it, tasting it. But 
then she began to really suck hard, and I 
couldn't hold back. I started thrusting my 
hips forward, slowly at first, then faster, 
My prick was sliding deep in and out of 
those hungry lips. 

She gagged a bit, but didn’t lose it. She 
grasped my cock around the middle and 
kept sucking greedily. I was almost ready 
to explode, but then she stopped and let 
my dick slide out of her mouth. She 
grinned. “You're not going to be bad 
anymore, are you?” she asked me. 

I gasped, “No.” 

She put her hand in the middle of my 
chest and pushed me back across the 
desk. My prick was still erect and shining 
with her saliva. She quickly straddled me, 
letting herself sink low enough so that the 
head of my rod just barely grazed the lips 
of her cunt. She started a little back-and- 
forth motion, rubbing the head with her 
pussy lips, inflaming me all the more. If I 
didn’t come soon, I would lose my mind! 

“You're going to behave from now 
on?” Janet asked. 

“Yes!” I cried out in misery. 

“Promise?” 

“Yes! Yes!” I screamed. 

Taking pity at last, she guided my 
throbbing member to the right spot and 
sank down on it. My cock plunged into 
her juicy warm cunt with a wet squishing 
noise, and I started making all kinds of 
garbled sounds deep in my throat. She 
rode me, bouncing up and down, squeez- 
ing me with her thighs until my overheat- 
ed prick could withstand no more. 

Groaning, I thrust upward, grabbed 
her around the midsection and came ex- 
plosively. Janet hung onto my bucking 
body, her internal muscles wringing 
every last drop out of me. 

After we'd both caught our breath, I 
wanted to get at those legendary boobs 
and do a little tit-munching. I finally per- 
suaded her to remove her blouse and bra. 
Jesus! There they were at last! I placed my 
mouth around one of those sweet pink 
nipples. Janet began moaning as I sucked 
away on her right tit while fondling her 
left. But just when the going was getting 
good, Janet looked up at the wall clock. It 
was 7:15, and Fred would soon be making 
his rounds. I released those succulent 
melons, and we hurriedly rearranged our 
clothes. I kissed my homeroom teacher 
goodbye and never saw her again. 

Ina way I owe it all to Coach Bartel. So 
if you're out there, Coach, you're still an 
asshole. But thanks for getting me one of 
the best lays I’ve ever had. -Art C. 

Newark, New Jersey 
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O Please send free illustrated brochure 


: A eine 
ONE OF THE LAST GREAT OPPORTUNITIES! 


(OTC AMSA INTERNATIONAL PO Box 980 he 
PRPSNPE Oouble Bay, Sydney, 2028, AUSTRALIA RRS 


MC/VISA/AE - FREE long-distance call backs 


(818) 506-8824 


‘ar better to pick up the phone 
al face the darkness alone. 


HIVE PHONE FANTASIES 
24 HOURS A DAY. 
© Call Alexandra 


(212)-732-6749 
VISA/MASTERCARD 


HUSTLER HONEY FREE 
LORETTA PHONE 


SEX 


24 HOURS 
A DAY 


(213) 976-1616 
(213) 976-8989 


“Drop me aline!” 


18) 901-1966 


AND ENERGY 
BOOSTERS 
FOR 


©. DEXLENE.....250m9 caf. 
355mg cat.|10. FASTLENE. 250mg cat 
: COD ® VISA « MG 


350mg cat. ]11. VALENTINE .. 250mg cat 
$27.50 | _ $45.00 INDIANA AND INFO 
For 500 Pie 


f. 12. HR 175 175mg cat. For 1000 Pills 


7 EE 
7. Ext it sm 500-$15.00 1000-$25.00, BODY DYNAMICS II 


8. BLUESPECK . .250mgcaf.|15. FLASH TAB ......25mg ES money GAGK GUARANTEE 


JULY HUSTLER 


We represent Major Adult Magazine Publishers & Video Tape 
Pro Since we sell only by , with low overhead--our costs 
are reduced--and we pass these savings on to you! You can save up 
to 90% off full retail, on popular Adult Hardcore Magazines & Video 
Tapes. We also offer a full Guarantee--if not completely satisfied, 
simply return the merchandise for full credit against future purchases! 


WITH 
DRIPPING 


WET | 


AND 


FULL 


ae CROTCHES 


a 


ous 


INSERTIONS 


o7 


IN QU: 4 7 
palhihe All Products are Full-Color Hanicars or Your Moneyback! 


Just $o You Can See The Great Products 
We Have To Offer... 


We Guarantee Every Item 
1 Color, Uncensored 
Hardcore, or Double Your Money Back! 


All-Color 
' 


Magazines 


= All Five Video's 


Approx. 60 Mins, Each 
5 Hours of Hardcore Sex! 


Janey Rob! 
Parker, Tittany 
And Mo 


=v All Six Films 
‘All Films Fit Standard 
200 Ft Projectors. 
Featuring Annette Haven, 
‘Seka Aunt | Usa De Leeuw 
‘6 More |!) 


B = All 20 
MAGAZINES 


THE ULTIMATE IN 
ORAL PHONE SEX 


FREE 
PHONE 
SEX 24 urs. 
(415) 976-8989 
(916) 976-1616 
(215) 976-9191 
(301) 976-1616 


sont 


TINA : (212) 245-6222 


7 days-24 hours MASTERIVISA only 


PRE-PAYMENT: 3 calls for $100. Send check or 
M.0. to P.A. Inc. P.O. Box 1098 N.Y. 10101 


Live 
Dou' ll hear the crack of the whip, © SEx 
long after the click of the phone. 

Call pour mistress Natalie 


(212) 732-6720 


FREE MONTHLY NEWSLETTER 
ca (IN PA., 800-833-7500) 
TOLL 


. nt 800-441-9995 


FOR DISCOUNTED RATE CALL (215) 855-6110 
ALL MAJOR CREDIT CARDS ONLY 


2) 004-4462 pe 
10 INCH PENIS 


IS NOW POSSIBLE... AND 
IT’S GUARANTEED! 


NO MATTER WHAT SIZE YOU ARE NOW...YOU WILL 
GAIN UP TO 4 INCHES, NOT IN 6 WEEKS... BUT 
WITHIN 48 HOURS... AND IT'S GUARANTEED! 
That's right! If you are 6 inches when erect we 
Auaraniee fo make your penis up to 4 inches longer 
also thicker and firmer.You no longer need pills, 
drugs or weights. The TENSOR is the simple, natu: 
‘al way to prosthelically increase your penis 10 
it's maximum dimensions. It will also help con: 
trol premature ejaculation. The TENSOR does all 
this and we GUARANTEE IT! Now being sold exclu- 


y 
, only $695 
stomized Heavy Duty Model only $9.95 
Mail to HOLMES & ASSOC. Dept. 3017 

P.O. Box 64748. Los Angeles, CA 90064 


$1995 


JULY HUSTLER 


BIG (8% x11) HARDCORE COLOR MAGAZINES 


GUARANTEED TO BE EXPLICIT ACTION MAGAZINES WITH FULLY VISIBLE INSERTION AND CLIMAX 
BRAND NAMES YOU KNOW AND TRUST AT DISCOUNTS UP TO 60% OFF 


WARD COCKS HOT cuM 
f 


r| 


4 100 
COLOR PAGES 
ORIENTAL ORGASMS #3 
DELICIOUSLY SINFULL — $35 

VALUE. OUR PRICE ONLY $18 


or... Buy $12 or more worth 
of other items & get it for 


Only $7700 wena 


ALL MALE MAGAZINES HSS romney 
[P&H — 50¢ EA] t P.O. Box 763 ¢ Van Nuys, CA 91408 


Order Amt, §. 
Calif. Orders 
Add 612% Tax S. 


Postage and 
Handing . 


Pea Se. BOTH ONLY $15 


You wantit? 


WE'VE GOT IT! 
702/367-1118 


MAJOR 
CREDIT CARDS 
24 HOURS 


Las Vegas 
Les Gis 


DOMINANCE,LADIES & GAYS 
WELCOME 


Mm 


(Cw 


Ay ’ 


pom 


eLiVes 
ADY 

* EXPLOSIVE # 
ALWAYS! 


MASTERCARD /VISA ACCEPTEC 


CALL 213-651-0820 


ENLARGE 


YOUR PENIS AK 
70 ITS" at 


MAXIMUM <3 
POTENTIAL 


HEAVY 
uty 
vAcuUM 
BULB 
euitos uP 
AMAZING 
AMOUNT GENUINE 
OF SUCTION rf CLEAR 
acnvie 


CYLINDER 


= SURE SEAL 
a Z fore 
ree te 


ASSURES - GASKET 
SUSTAINED SIMPLY APPLY 
SUCTION LUBRICANT FOR PERFECT BOND 


Have you ever envied men who had tre- 
mendous penis dimensions? ... erect 
measurements of 8, 9, even 10 inches? 
Many devices have been put on the market 
to massage, exercise and enlarge the male 
penis, but none comes close to the 
MEASURE-X. We gladly stack our 
product against any other enlarger on the 
market, regardless of price. Even electric 
models costing $60 and more. And to back 
up our claim we give you something no 


other company dares to give you — a 
money back guarantee with 10-day free 
trial. Amazing offer .. . amazing product 
Won't she be surprised & delighted when 
she sees the new you? 

ADD $1 POSTAGE & HANDLING 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Ten-day trial offer. Full refund if you don’t find 
the MEASURE-X produces the greatest 
suction and most pleasurable enlargement 
massage of any enlarger on the market, regard. 
less of price. 


Send To: VICTOR PRODUCTS, Dept. HU97 
11736 Vose St., North Hollywood, CA 91605 


IW CALIF. ADD 615% SALES (AX # PLEASE PRINT 


JULY HUSTLER 


FULL SIZE 
81/2 xIl 


We represent major adult ideo producers. Since we sel 
only by mail with ow overhead our costs are reduced 

EACH 'nd we.pass eso savings on io youl You can save up to 
it 90% of Tul reta, on these popular new video programs 

Normally priced at $89 95 ea — These are not ol movies 

bul bran new features staring ihe most popula adult stars 


IN 
QUANTITY in tims today! Al vdeo s are approx 60 minutes each Full | 


color & sync sound - complete with orginal music - 100% | 


are securely tied and wrapped 
tthe slightest indication of its 


“ACS VIDEO FOR 
tan 
THE PRICE OF 
A BLANK TAPE! 
YNLY $490 SHG Noney Order D 


los 


at 
Canadian orders. Add 
fy O VHS, O» Beta 


A\ie 


‘k. as payment in ful 
plus $3 P&H 
ignC.0.D-s. 


plus $3 P&H 
fo fore 


ey order O Check. 


it. 


SETI VIED. 


U.S. funds. 


(O Mone 
Please specify 0~ VHS or Or Beta 


SDD ESSE: 


Rush items indicated. lenclose S. 


one 
SEX 


BD 
SOUTHER, 


Call Toll-Free 
1-800- 
621-5136 
SOUTHERN 


Ly 
| PASVAESYASANSZAIEN Zl | ie MAJOR CREDIT CARDS 


&> EroticTelephone Playmates 


DOCTORS DISCOVER A 
PRODUCT THAT PRODUCES 


BIGGER 
HARDER 
& LONGER 


STLERH 
SHAYLA 


LASTING 
ERECTIONS! 


on National 
elevision and 
orted in a scientific 
n Queens University 
a, discove i 


(NSIC SINISE NS 


(415) 976-1616 (415) 976-89 
(916) 976-1616 eS 


r ‘You pay $3¢ in some oreo code, Additonal 
you te Vos er ilekes digest — doctors 
chereer ney evi esi in Ontario, Ca 


testing — th: 


R 
K 
bm nares enna 


Fi 
NY 
% 
5 
3 
4 
is 


: aderivi 
tive of the African Yohimbe tree bark. The 


doctors further discovered that Yohiny 

bine encouraged the natura 

3, HARD 

creased th hor 
norephi 

and increases the flow of blood 

Vital for producing big, hard erections 


s the results; 

While taking YOHIMBE — 60% of 
the people who responded regained 
complete functions including abil 
ity to ejaculate. When the subjects 
discontinued the use of Yohimbe 


their problem soon returned. 
These hot, wet lips are ao 


f T onl: 
only a call away. 7s $695 for a full 


30 day supply 


Let me wrap my mouth 
around your manhood 
while you tongue my our SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRIC! 


100%. Pure Yohimbe is now available at 


rosebud. I'm starving 130 day supply (reg. $10) only $6.95 


for your love, 60 day supply (reg. $17) only $12.95 
let me taste OUR BIG SUPER SAVER 
YOUIONSs CA full 4 month supply (reg. $30) 


the phone. only $19.95, 
and receive absolutely FREE a $10) book 
titled HOW TO DEVELOPE YOUR PENIS. A 
total $40 value — all for only 19.95 


MAJOR Add $2 per order for postage & handling 


CREDIT CARDS ‘ der 
PURECHEM PRODUCTS Dept. 3017 


"ACGERTED: P.O. Box 35: Los Angeles, CA 90035 


wad check, yr maney 


JULY HUSTLER 


DOD ODD DODO 
CALL EASY § 


901-327-8008 


CALL ME FOR SOME EROTIC 
LOVING OVER THE PHONE = 
AND HAVE IT YOUR WAY. 

Pn Pd 
GIRLS, GUYS, COUPLES 
& BI'S NAMES AND 
NUMBERS IN YOUR hay 
AREA WHO WANT TO Ny 
MEET YOU. CALL EASY. 


901-327-8811 


P.O. BOX 22695, rn 
MEMPHIS, TN 38122 


ECSTASY \\0" LINE 
714-261-1144 


aN 


HARD 
ay 
ra 

NTH 


Just fo get you on 
‘Our mailing list, 
Send $2 Postage 
24 HRS. & Handling to 
MC/VISA GOURMET OFFER 

Continuous Action Stimulants 


P.O. Box 39 


Hollywood, Ca. 90028 
SER Fast Delivery! 
t Most 


within tion guaranteed! 


, Ordering Is Easy! 


== 


ly via UPS (Cash 
\\ pay UPS when your o 
\ Order Now! 
Jars of 100—$19.95 plus 
handling, 
Jars of 1,000—$125.00 
including shipping, 
\\ Call Toll-Free! 
\ 1-800-382-3182 
In Ohio— 
\\ 1-419-698-2565 
Brant Pharmacal 


j \ 
i whe \ \\ A division of Etlo Corporation 
prohibited, / s i Choe 1984, 


WIN THE 


Stay alert for that long drive Sample Amphetrazine™ 
home. Beat back that tired for just $9.00 
drowsy feeling during study or 
when you have to keep going. One per customer. Pre-paid 
Perk up a dreary day in the house only, 
or at work with the most effective combinations of body stimulants and 


Brant Pharmacal 


mental alertness aids available without a prescription! Absolute top quality! 
All popular sizes and strengths! 


Passion For B 


BECOME MY SLAVE AND 
I'LL HAVE YOU FEEL THE 
ULTIMATE IN PLEASURE! © 
1 Order You To Submit 

To Your Fetishes... | 

Have The Power To, 

Fulfill Them All. 


CALL MISTRESS LANA 
At Any Hour. Bill It To A Credit 
Card. She'll Pay The Phone Charges! ~ 


G2 bd 
Darbis « 
1 
PHONE FANTASIES FOR ff fone mi 


$19.95 


tional publicity campaign. the S: 

agency TRACEY'S TALKLINE Let me make 
phone fantasies to the first one million callers. your fantasies 
real. 


THIS IS NOT A MISPRINT! 


These are the same Famous Nationally 
Advertised Phone Fantasy Calls publicized in 
leading media for $35 to $45, Each fantasy 
features a live conversation with one of the 
worlds sexiest women. 


To get your phone fantasy, call now! 


(415) 346-3209 (213) 


828-8591 


1-203-886-5501 


within a 30 day period. 


We'll light your fire 
with Hot, Creamy 
We accept MasterCard and Climaxes by ; 
Visa or send Money Order Phone, now!!! oe 


to: 


P.O. Box 466 
Norwich, CT 06360 


XS% — y: 


VISA / MC/ AMEX * (213) 450-5346 
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e000000 
° 


THE U.S. GOVERNMENT has 
declared it unlawful to promise 
permanent penis enlargement 
from using this device. Can halt 
a million satisfied buyers be 
wrong? You can decide for your- 
self, 


No. 8012 
DELUXE REMOTE CONTROL “PULSATOR'” + a ¢ 
PENIS PUMP — No. 8012 $29.95 


ELECTRO EXTENSION 


(erection not necessary) 


y 
No. 9002 { 


as $19.95 
View 
po ae VARIABLE shecoA 9003 — $24.95 


Extends you 2 inches, stimulates both you and your 
partner. Goes in deeper for added pleasure, Now the 
man can offer deep, tingling excitement plus extra 


a $6.95 VALUE 
| FREE! 


Inside 


THE AQUA-MATE 
Feels Like Real Flesh! 


Warm water makes it come alive! As 
you fill t,t grows firmer, assumes 
the normal curvature of the erect 
penis, warm like Numan organ. Best df all. the 
sensation of water moving within the AQUA. 
MATE creates unique orgasmic thrill all its own, 


UNIVERSAL HARNESS 


“0000000 
° 
6000000 


Here are 3 devices that offer a novel approach to your ree of inadequacy 
about the size and firmness of your erection, your staying power & strength 
of ejaculation. You also receive NOVEL MASSAGE and a sensation you 


Never believed possible, You control the rhythmic stroking 


SHORT — order yours TODAY. 


Don't be caught 


No. 8013 
SUPER PULSATOR 


PENIS PUMP 


Informative Booklet 
Enlargement 
Pulsator. Photo Illustrated 


THE ‘SAUNA PULSATOR 
PENIS PUMP 
$32.95 


THERAPEUTIC AID 
Designed to aid in overcoming im- 
potency of psychological origin. Helps 
you hold back by reducing frictional 
sensations. Absolutely safe to use 


REGULAR: 6% x 1%" — #9021 — $10.95 
LARGE: 6% x 1%" — #9022 — $11.95 


Head Enlarger & Desensitizer fits over 
the head of the male organ. Held se- 
curely without straps because of special 
comfort texture inside. For those who 
want everlasting control, who want to 
feel bigger, fatter, harder at the head 
(where it counts). A $6.95 value. . 

FREE with order over $10. No. 9152 


$21.95 


Facts about Penis Size & 
reg. S4. yours FREE with any 


No. 8014 & 3 ) 


Magic 

Power 

Erection 

Ring 

Patented. Maintains erection as long 
@s desired, even after multiple or- 
gasms. Safe, medically tested, used 
over 5 years in Japan. Adjusts to 
fit any penis, locks tight, releases 
instantly, can be used with condom, 
does not inhibit ejaculation. Well 
made, lasts for years. Not cheap, but 
there's nothing else like it. 


No. 9140 Magic Power Ring $14.95 


\DO YOU FEEL INFERIOR? DO YOU LEAVE YOUR PARTNER UNSATISFIED? DO 


‘YOU MISS THE REAL PLEASURE YOURSELF? ... THE MALE EXTENSION 


No, 9047 Vrorant BE THE SECRET TO GREATER JOY THAN YOU THOUGHT POSSIBLE. Provides the extra inches so im- 
portant to the man with smaller or average size penis. “Extends” you & helps improve performance, adequacy, adds 


$4.95 


pleasure for both partners. Helps to reach important female erogenous areas. Your mate need not even know it's there. 


THER: heavy uty al ie she'll know ina thnil and the difference it makes. Made of rigid plastic materials with soft latex wall 
_— 


Purpose device 1s worn like an athletic ¥ 
Supporter. Almost any aiiea! pens sips | 
trough ine setenabwe ho an had 
tym ace ang pone aten 


ARTIFICIAL PENISES 
with heavy duty straps (erection not necessary) 
1, Hollow. with clit stimulator at base. Lifelike veins 
& corona, $9.95 
#9032 — #9033 — 8" #9034 —9"" 


2, Similar to #1, but with balls. Very lifelike, $9.95 ea. 
#9154 —6" #90447" #9046 — 9" 


3. Natural curve with triple corona to create deep sensations 
ateach ridge atta peat the outer lips & into vagina for wild 


rp onl Oran 
vans) 


STA-HARD & TINGLE LOTION 
Want to make the Dick harder. rougher & tingle the Pussy ike 
French Tickler with no harmful etfects? Helps DELAY CLIMA 
fonger & longer. Youll make her COME, COME, COME. You 
love it, shell love it even more No, 7011 Sample Bottle, $5.00 

No. 7012 4-Ounce Bottle (Year's Supply) $12.50 


ERECTION OIL & CREAM 


Formulated to enhance your hard-on. In a sensuous trusrult 0) 
base, When rubbed briskly onto the head & shalt il causes a flo 
af blood and a delicious warnwng sensation You'll get hard quick 
and stay hard Shell love the taste & smel You'll both love thé 
‘smooth lubricating qualities. You owe it to yoursell to try it now. 


No. 7013 Erection Oil. . 
$5.00 each. No. 7014 rection Cream 


No CODs outside USA or to military bases 


$8.95 each 


Neumo Penis Aid No straps needed 


Inner 


6" Size — seit: 7" Sue 


Ge peer 


H. Svenson Co., Dept. HU97, is 1267, ‘Studio City 

Gentlemen: Please tush me in plain sealed wrapper the items | have listed below. | hereby certity 

1 that | am over the age of 18. 
ITEM No. 


Check (1 Money Order 


| Cl Send C.0.0. | enclosed a $10 
money order deposit. | will 
pay the balance + $4 service 
charge to the postman. 


lame (please print} 
Address 


ir bladder holds it on, Stays on until you release 
Pressure. Can help produce and sustain erection or 

will old on sol organ. Life-ike veins, corona and special clitoral 
simulator at base, Can also be used as extension, aid to pro- 


ITEM DESCRIPTION and/or SIZE 


$14.95 0a, s 


Ca. 91604 


— #9026 .. 


PRICE 


Total amount of ordec. 


‘Add $2 for postage & handling $2.00 


Call, residents add 6% sales tax 


W desired, add $2 for airmaiL___ 


Total amount enclosed, 


SEE BACK COVER 


Name 

Address 
re 
State/Zip zi? 
Card # _ 
Expiration Date 

List titles by name and amount 


"Sub Total 
Shipping & Handling 
NY res. add 8 1/4% sales tax __ 


TOTAL. 


Signature (No order shipped without signature 
certitying legal age) 


Enclosed is iCheck | Money Order 
VISA [Mastercard 
Format: (BETA (VHS 


Command Video Catalogue $5.00 
All fapes guaranteed 100% agains! detects, i 
returned within 10 days, All tapes are dlscréetly 
packaged and shipped by private courier (UPS) 
You must use street address, no P.O. box. Order 
5 of more tapes and shipping & handling are FREE 


HU7-85 
1540 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


SOUTHERN EXPOSURE (c: the 
unattached marriage minded and fun loving. Girls in all 


Southern States guaranteed. Call Tol Free 1-800-621- 
5136.P.0. Box j, Houston, TX 77252. 


ILLAME A CHARA! 1-312-989-4816 iCualquier Tiempo 
para encountrar amigas sexuales Ahora! 


MEN! WANT SEXY MAIL? Send $2, name and address 
fe Mal Boe 7425-LA, Chicago, Illinois 60680. Must be 
'1 or older. 


VIRGIN? Meet HOT women who want to teach you the 
pleasures of oral/anal sex and light B&D. Call Kristi for 
your direct contacts! 1-312-262-6900 


ESCORTS UNLIMITED 


*hicagoland only! 


HAVE A SEXY GIRL CALL YOU TODAY! Send $1, name, 
phone number and best time to call to Lynn, Box 405-FC, 
Wilmette, L 60091. No credit cards, no outrageous fees. 


$15 DAWN’S PHONE FUCK! 


Kinky coeds discuss anything. All Majar credit cards. 
415-931-8421 


MEN! HAVE FUN! MAKE MONEY! Provide special inti- 
mate services to ladies who request and pay for it. De- 
tails, $2,00. Special Services, Box 210-H, Ft. Lauder- 
dale, FL 33302. 


‘SCORE EVERYTIME! Guaranteed Accuracy. Fun Game 
that shows the sexual appetite of a potential mate. Can be 
played in Bars, lounges, anywhere. Send $5 & SASE to: 
EVERYTIME, Box 15780, Richmond, VA 23227. 


CINDY'S HOT TALK! 1-415-521-7637 s17 visa, 
M/C, AMEX Ten hot phatas $20. 24 hrs. 


SHE-MALES! Experience the best of both worlds. Garter 
Belts-Spiked Heels-Raw Excitement! Direct contacts 
across the nation! Call Selena at 1-312-262-9800. 


$17 BEST PHONE! w/c. vis 
Hr. HOT 2-Girl Call $35. 1-415-558-8222. 


E24 


HORNY CO-ED 
PHONE SEX 


fm a hot, nasty girll 


MEN’S MAG 
MODELS, & OTHER 
GORGEOUS NYMPHOS, 
INCLUDING: 


Candy Samples 
Bridgette Monet 
Hyapatia Lee Becky Savage 
Mai Lin Jody Maxwell 
Juliet (“Aunt Peg”) Anderson 

MANY MORE to cuml! 


Colleen Brennan 
Mistress Candice 


CUSTOM-POSED NUDE 
POLAROIDS YOU DIRECT 
‘over the phone, of the girl 
you talked tol! 


CELEBRATE THE ANNIVERSARY 


uv€ EXOTIC PHONE 


NO HOLES BARRED ACTION 
TWINS - ROOMMATES - COEDS 
+ DOMINANTS/SUBMISSIVES F 4 4 
1 KINKY » NO RESTRICTIONS NO fake ad photos, confusing multiple 


1 0R2 Gat CAUS ‘ads, or “free phonesex” recordings! 
Staaten 21 rave men’s mag features PROVE 

we're tht “Rolls-Royce of Live 
Phonesex!! 


24 Hour 


213-306-3508 
213-306-3358 


@.© The One Others 
4 Attempt to Copy 


(even use our name) 


© Over 20 switchboard 
operators waiting to 
connect you with 


© Over 200 sexy 
fantasy women 

© All over the U.S.A. 
and Canada 

© 7 days, 24 hours 


Discreet and Sensual! 

Call with any phone request, 
someone hot and sexy will 
immediately return your 

call — TOLL FREE! 


MASTERCARD & VISA 


313-543-8500 


NEW JERSEY 
COLLEGE GIRL 
wants to sell you her 
panties ($6.00) and 
meet horny guys. 
Send for my panties 
and I'll include an 
autographed 
picture of myself 
igen . ARILYN CHAMBERS SAYS: 
Mall to “if You Buy Tapes Anywhere 
Mo.e ) Else, You're Getting Screwed!!! 


P.O, Box 1550, 
Cherry Hill, NJ Send in $4.00 for our newest 


oe catalogue and I'll send you a 
FREE GIFT from ME!" 
Marilyn's personalized products available. 


THE CALIFORNIA WAY 
NO RESTRICTIONS 
SPEAK TO YOUR DREAM GIRL 
NOW...LIVE! 
‘CALL 24 HOURS - FREE CALL BACK 
(818) 887-0922 
ALL MAJOR 
CREDIT CARDS 
ONLY 
ALL AGES & RACES s 
HOT & YOUR WAY : 7 
THE ULTIMATE 
PHONE LAY 


‘Our pussies 


h R 
(213) 934-3217 citonteitbs 


-VAENVAINAERWAIENA) 
NEW YORK 
SEXY PHONE 


My sexy friends and | want to make love to you 
cover the phone and share your wildest fantasies 
For an unforgettable experience, 
call now and let's turn each other on! 


(212) 741-0216 
& 


-WASWARWARWYA) 


MC/VISA only/24 hours: 
SIA NSIZNIZSSIZASS 


HUSTLER JULY 127 


Tiffany »phone sex 


THE ORIGINAL 
AND STILL #1 


I've got the 
wildest 
imagination 
of any 

phone sex gal. 


AVA (212) 582-8181 


Master Card | Visa T days 


TOLL FREE # 


if busy or you live in 


Phone fantasy YOUR WAY! COURTESY 


LORM'S ais 
929-6963 


credit cards 
5, #25 
‘yw — cna REPAYMENT: 


Michigan or Canada Call 


aN 


ZAR ZAR ZAR ZAK ZAR 


. Be 
GE 
Call with any phone request 
te of ox sexy gets wn (0 
WO) 


immediately call you back. 


7 DAYS—24 HOUR 


Free Long-Distance 
CALL BACKS 


the PENIS ENLARGEMENT METHOD 
that POSITIVELY 


CEA The EROTIC MIKA? 
TELEPHONE NETWORK GUARANTEES. 


CHICAGO, ILL. 
(312) 454.9267 

‘ATLANTA, GA 
(404) 432-4160 


TOS ANGELES, CAL. L SAN FRANCISCO, CAL 
ihe a0 

; MASS. PHILADELPHIA, PA, 

(215) 925-2168. 

KANSAS City, MO, 

(816) 474-136) 


NEA r i MIAMI, FTA 
(612) 338-7028 (305) 374-1260 


OENTX, ARIZ” y, MEMPHIS-TEN. Throw away those messy creams, weights and 

(602) 252-0119 (901) 527.0605 vacuum devices! Now with SUPRA 10 you witt 

reach maximum dimensions — this simple, natural 

WASHINGTON, D. way! The SUPRA 10 method will prosthetically 

(202) 463. make your penis 3, even 4 inches longer, also 

[DENVER. COL. TEVELAND- OF thicker and firmer. It will also help in the control of 

(303) 623-4214 (216) 781-1696. premature elacuistion. You simple CANT LOSE, 
because the SUPRA 10is GUARANTEED TO 

ROCKVILLE, MD. J NDSOR, ONTARIO Here is your chance to overcome the problems 

(301) 933-2690 and insecurities of @ penis that is too small. Gain 


self-confidence and your ability to satisfy women 
will sky rocket! Join the half-million men who have 
solved their penis size problems! The original 
SUPRA 10 is regularly $30. 


Send $22.95 to: SUPRA SALES Dept. 3017 
P.O. Box 64748 © Los Angeles, CA 90064 
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All magazines are full color, uncen- 
sored hardcore & printed’ on the 
finest quality stock. Or your money 
back!! Also! If you’re not com- 
pletely delighted, simply send back 
the merchandise within 10 days 
and receive full credit against future 
purchases! 


LOYAL SALE! 
All you Pay | (664 N. Michigan Ave. Suite 1010-2M40, Chicago, east 
is $6 for Rush items indicated, I enclose §. plus $3. 


for ) Pan CO Money order C7 Check, as payment in 
pee cir il full. C1 # COD I enclose $5 extra as deposit, plus $3 P&H. 
(Canadians rem in US. funds. No ‘CODs. Please 


| =, || VIDEOLOOPS 


‘ | WALL 81/2 x11¢ALL COLOR 
| RO WALL 


FULL SIZE 


Fash lems indicated | enlce Slee 
tain ee 
Name — —— - City 


State 
Signature 
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TES F INTEL, 


Z 


oer 


Your 
') Secret Horny Drea 
 IGucrantee ‘0 Fulfill Them All. 


4 We're At Your Service Anytime. 


MISTRESS 
MAXINE 
212-307-5570 
2ahrs. 


RE 
(301) 976-1616 (215) 976-9191 


18 yeors or older to call. You pay 53¢ in some oreo code. Additional 
toll chorges may opply outside area code. 


uRRY! INTRODUCTORY OFFER EXPIRES 
H p ONS ADULT XXX RATED 


Ac VIDEO TAPES ;. 


COLOR - SOUND 


ow ont? $79, each All 3 for sg9™ 
a —, 


VOLUME | 
FIVE 


VOLUME | 
FOUR 


VOLUME 
IX 


Mid 


HARD TO FIND 
ADULT VIDEO 

TAPES & MAG- 
AZINES AT LOW 


ORDERS DISCREETLY SHIPPED 
[AY GUARANTEE 
ty mania wt nent "| FROM STOCK UPS]U.S.MAIL 


| PHONE CREDIT CARD ORDERS 

(MonFri 9AM. to 4:30PM PST) red PRICES 
vat Film Collectors Association SEND cx Ua 00 FOR 
EA files co Inglewood,CA. 90306 (213) 670-8293 Sepctueesene 


See MY FANTASY HOUSE FOR 
LTjeRTE PHONE FUCK! 


ENJOY THE 


DECADENCE 
OF DIFFERENT 


DIRTY 
TALKING 
GIRLS. 


irc rr wen <0. Box 35122, tach: 200s. Gal (AS) P11- I, j 
re. >< =< 


A FANTASTIC 
FANTASY CONNECTION! 


A creative sexy 
girl of your dreams, 

will call you back 
immediately for a’ 
romantic experience f) 
of anything your 
HARD desires. 


MC/VISA Puta little 


in your life! 


KELLIE’S OF 
LAS VEGAS 


(702) 739-1449 


LIVE PHONE SEX 
LAS VEGAS GIRLS DO IT BETTER! 


24 HRS. 


VISA® M.C. © AM. EXP. 
NO RESTRICTIONS 
OR LIMITATIONS 
DOMINANCE 


STARVING 
ACTRESS 


NEEDS TO EARN 


$ 


OVER THE PHONE 
Ask for SUSIE - 


*“PLLMAKE 
YOU CUM!” 


>. Flet Young 
2 ussy 


Beach Baby Practices 
The Art Of Seduction! 
| Want To Tease You 
With My Young Breasts 
And My Tight Pretty 
Pussy! 
Vil Try Anything, Any- 
time! Easy Pleasures 
Are A Phone Call Away. 
Ask For Me, I'll Be Your 
Nasty Girl. 
(213) 


Connie 


271-4256 


FREE Long Distance 
Call Backs. 
Use Major Credit Cards 


Beat me 
Fuck me, 

Eat me 
Call me - 


“LETS CLIMAX 
TOGETHER!” 


Donna & Darlene Are 
Sisters In-Sensuaty. 


Ask them 
about their “Special 
Treasures.” Call 
them to share their 
passionate fantasies. 
FREE Long Distance 
Call Backs. Use your} 
Credit Card anytime 


(213) 859-2365 


(213) 453-0561 


ALL 
MAJOR 
CREDIT, 


ALL PRODUCT 
STRENGTHS 
LISTED BELOW 
Price Per 1000 
1, D&E-160M 150 mg $2500 
2. DBE-160 B 25.00 

4 DBE-12 

4 DBE-260 

5 Mole 

6.357 Magnum 


305 mg 
357 mg 
350 mg 


10. DBE-225 


11. D8E200 


(201) 838-5254 


Many New Products Available 


3 A-DAY DIET PLAN 
15. WEIGHT NO MORE 0.00 


We're Nasty 
Little Girls Looking 
For Big, Hard Cocks 

To Fuck 

And Suck Dry! 


SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED 


Call Toll Free 
800-221-1833 
IN NJ 201-838-5254 


WE SHIP C.O.D. or 
PRE PAY: AND SAVE 
FREE SHIPPING. 


TWO THOUSAND MINIMUM | 
for free shipping, 
One bottle order add 
$3.50 for shipping. 
0 personal checks) 


PRICE PER 100 
tles of 100 pills 
thre 


My friends and | are waiting for your call 
We're hot. young, beautiful and exper- 
ienced in phone sex. We're wet. wild and 
ready to cum with you. 


MAJOR CREDIT 
CARDS ACCEPTED 


2051 Pontius Ave., 

Dept Hu7-85 

Los Angeles, CA 90025 
atbyvision oF yea Laps.we. (213) 477-2038 


TOLL FREE: 1-800-458-4336 
Feature Films - $69 Each 
Preview Tapes - 1 For $9.95 or 2 For $18.00 
BETA VHS 
Enclosed is: | Check —| Money Order 
Mastercard VISA 
Card # 
Exp. date 
Indicate Titles By Name 


Subtotal 
CA Res. Add 6Y2% sales tax 
Shipping ___ 


(UPS - $3 for 1 Tape, $1 for each addtional tape: UPS Blue Label 
{and tst Class Mail ~ $5 fr 1st tape, $150 foreach additional tape) 


TOTAL 


Name (Print) 
Addess/ Apt 
City 
State/2ip 


Signature — 
(No order shipped without signature certifying legal age) 
All tapes 100% guaranteed against manufacturer's detects if 
returned within 10 days—they will be replaced title for tile. 
Personal checks take 3 weeks to clear. Valid Credit Cards and 
Money Orders processed immediately. All tapes in mint con- 


dition and direct trom original manufacturer. 
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YOUR MISTRESS 
IS WAITING 


She will fulfill all 
your fetishes and 
fantasies on the telephone 


MISTRESS MORGAN 


(212) 582-8181 
24 hrs. MASTER or VISA only 


AAAAAAAL 


Want To Hear MeTALK SEXY? 
ALCRAL a 


Mas 


arate) 


Call for a 


WA: 
(212) 929-5056 (301) 294-0506 
DETROIT 


(313) 445-8740 
24 HOURS 


ce Sox elie 


(Call Victoria (212) 788-3938 


VISA/MASTERCARD 


PRIVATE LINES 


Telephone Fantasies 


MISTRESS ELAINE 
STRICT & SENSUOUS 


DONNA 
SOFT & SEDUCTIVE 


IT’S YOUR CHOICE! 


VISA ONLY 24 HOURS 
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(This is Not 


AS PART OF A MOST UNUSUAL PUBLIC- 
ITY CAMPAIGN, California Video Prod. is 
making available a limited number of its NEW- 
EST, UNRELEASED XXx-rated hard-core er- 
otica for only $9 each. They are being offered 
prior to theater distribution and are the LAT- 
EST, PRE-PRODUCTION, PRE-RELEASE 
video treatments of the hottest, most sexually 
explicit screen stories ever slated for the X- 
rated market—written & conceived for the big- 
gest name stars in the tradition of Seka, John 
Holmes, and Marilyn Chambers. 


THESE ARE NOT VIDEOTAPES SPLICED 
TOGETHER with a hodge-podge of incom- 
plete bits & pieces. These are complete 90 
minute stories from start to finish. Each is sep- 
arate & individually packaged. WE CERTIFY 
THAT NO MATTER WHAT THE GOVERN- 
MENT MAKES US DO TO CENSOR THEM 
PRIOR TO DISTRIBUTION, WHAT YOU GET 
WILL BE THE ORIGINAL, UNCUT SCRIPT 
AS IT WAS MEANT TO BE ENJOYED. 


HOW CAN WE MAKE THIS OFFER AT 
THIS PRICE? It's simple. We're betting that 
the excitement generated by this campaign will 
pay off later—with huge box-office receipts 
and runaway video sales. However, to keep 
processing costs down, we must request that 
you order at least 3 selections. 


BUT THERE IS A CATCH—A\l we ask in 
return for making this adult entertainment 
available to you is that you fill out & return the 
questionnaire you'll be receiving with your or- 
der. (It needn't be signed.) Your responses to 
‘our questions will be a tremendous help to us 
in producing X-rated pictures the public will 
want. In fact, your response is the whole aim 
of this campaign. The more selections you re- 


TO OBTAIN ' Please make your selections 

YOUR SELECTIONS: | below. (Minimum of 3, please.) 

You must fill out & re-1 Cl. JAMMING IT 

urn this application, C FAST AND FURIOUS 

and survey form. Photo Cj CHERRY ORCHARD GIRLS 

FOP res ied’°* °°) CONE FOOT FROM HEAVEN 

|S SLIPPERY WHEN WET 
PRICES: COLET ME SHOW You HOW 

Any 3 selections - $27 ' Cl TIGHT SITUATIONS 

Four - $36 © Five - $45 | CALL THE WAY UP 
Six - $54 ® Seven -$631 | own a: CIVHS CI BETA 
All8 selections -$72 | (1 Yes! | qualify for the 

BONUS videotape 


a 
' , 
Re-orders cannot be; = ——S* ——Pae —_ 
accepted. Limit of 8; Canadian fesidents remit 
nds 


selections per house-, in U. 
hold. - {PLEASE ADD CORRECT SALES TAX 


ATTENTION: VIDEO COLLECTORS! | 


A Public Announcement from California Video Prod. 


90 MINUTE 
XXX-RATED HARDCORE!! 


ONLY sg EACH 


a Misprint) 
Therefore, to encourage you to review as 


many selections as possible, we are going to 
offer an additional bonus. 


FREE-FREE If you order all 8 selections, 
you will receive, ABSOLUTELY FREE, the 
“California Sex Spectacular,” our collector's 
edition video-tape of the Best of Sex, featuring 
no less than 25 of your favorite stars in the 
wildest, hottest action you'll ever see. Sold na- 
tionally for $99, but yours FREE for ordering 
all 8. FREE TICKETS—For each title you 
order, you'll receive 2 FREE Souvenir Tickets 
to the local theater premiere. 

CHOOSE FROM THESE SELECTIONS— 
These XXx film treatments were written & con- 
ceived for big-name casts in the tradition of stars 
like these. 

1. JAMMING IT"—Wild adventures of female 
rock group who excels on the “skin flute’! 
Seka, John Holmes. 

2, “FAST & FURIOUS’—Marilyn Chambers— 
stock-car racer with lust in high gear! 

3. "CHERRY ORCHARD GIRLS'—2 city girls 
get jobs on farm & get their cherries plucked! 
Anna Ventura, Pia Snow. 

4. “ONE FOOT FROM HEAVEN’—Teacher in- 
herits 12-inch candle that turns her into a slut! 
Jesie St. James. 

5, "SLIPPERY WHEN WET'—Siipping, sliding 
adventures of female mud wrestlers. Lisa 
DeLeeuw, Rhonda Jo Petty. 

6. "LET ME SHOW YOU HOW"—Bridget Mo- 
net as private masseuse specializing in mas- 
aging "love muscles"! 

7. "TIGHT SITUATIONS'—2 wild & sexy girls 
compete for the “tightest fit" prize! Annette Ha- 
ven, Oral Annie. 

8. "ALL THE WAY UP"—Exclusive swinger's 
club headquartered in elevator of a high-rise! 


view the more valuable your input becomes. Veronica Hart, Eric Edwards. 
APPLICATION / SURVEY FORM 
CALIFORNIA VIDEO PRODS. Dept. 3017 


9903 Santa Monica Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90212 


Gentlemen: Rush items indicated. | enclose $__] 
OCheck (M.0. as payment in full. 
POSTAGE & HANDLING: You must add $1 for EACH 
selection you request, NO C.0.0. 
YOU MUST REAO & SIGH THIS: 
| dectare | am an adult of at east 18 years of age, interested in 


feceiving sexually-oriented material for use in my own home. | 
promise not to copy or duplicate this material 


Signature. oe 


Name. 


a 


City/State/ 247k! = x8 29 BS ee ay 


< 


mat 


1-800-648-1001 


INQUIRE ABOUT OUR YEARLY MEMBERSHIP 


18 yeors or older tocol. You pay 55 in some area code. Additional 
toll chorges may opply outside area code. 


“fet’s Have cA Phone cAffair... 


You'll never be alone again!” 


LIVE PHONE SEX 
1-816-685-3011 


HOT PHONE SEX 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
‘CALL OUR SEXY LADIES 
OR HAVE THEM CALL YOU 
EXCITING BOOK OF SEXY 


24 HRS., 7 DAYS 


INSTANT CREDIT — Visa/MasterCard accepted 


PHOTOS 
CALL NOW! Write to: 
1-618-875-6000 DESIGNS CO. 
P.O. BOX 513A 
ST, LOUIS, MO 63166 


CLUB SWINGER In the middle of the night, when 


there’ : : 
SWINGING GIRLS, es no one else. call me, 


COUPLES, 
GUYS & BI'S 
IN YOUR AREA 
WHO WANT TO MEET YOU 
NOW 


PLUS PHONE NUMBERS 


—\ 
ou are cordially Snuited to 


AND ADDRESSES 
CALL NOW veny special Party. 
1-618-874-1000 ust you and me. 
P.O. BOX 525A Phone sev for the gentleman 


ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


Bit 212-664-0693 
Master/ Visa only 24 hours 


All Major 


Credit Card 7 days 


BESET 
The Sweet Girls of the 
Club Nice. Sugar-coated 
FOR YOU! eis who are interested 
in Love, Dating and 
Marriage. Call Mary at 
1-312-274-9600. 


f SIN DTS TAIN IVE SIN TL 
Be a Star! Learn how 

to break into the 
exciting field of Adult 


APPT TELLER 
Join Success! Meet ~ 
Wealthy Women who 
will leave you hungry 
for more! Call Linda at 
1-312-262-6900. 


MTN GOURSTE 
The Love Club! 
Beautiful, exciting 
women who want to 


K Movie-making! 
help you discover the hidden tastes ' 
- Illustrated guide helps you on your way! 
- ! 
ORM OUE WE eee eater Call Darlene Dawn at 1-312-262-9030. 


1-312-262-9800. 


1 a1 2ORALAND ANAL SEX with Krist’s 
(OU MINGING FOR SINGLES with Bob. en roca, 

i512629030,. DOMINANT AND SUBMISSIVE BiG, hoi Bp Belt 
WOMEN from Mistress Elsa, 1-312-262-9802. Chicago, Ts Go0s¢, 
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Candy Samples, the '"48-EE Queen of Sex” has got 
the BIGGEST, FIRMEST, MOST SUCCULENT 
knockers in creation! In this cock-stiffening showcase 
video you'll see Candy do her famous "'sweet-throat”” 
blowjob, her 48" melon-massage, and a super-hot tit- 
fucking ‘that makes her boyfriend gush jism all over 
her monumental mammaries! Don't miss it! 1 Hour 


Tape #FVM-33 


CO VHs (] BETA 
CANDY'S BEDTIME STORY #AFVM-33 only $29.95! 
Hy LITTLE ORAL ANNIE #AFVM-13 only $29.95! 
H MASQUERADE #AFVM-7 ~— only $29.95! 
4 SUPER SPECIAL: ALL 3 VIDEOS #AFVM-40 only $59.95! 
@ 4,TOTAL PURCHASES.... S$ 


2. Calif. residents add 6% ax. 


PLEASE SPECIFY: 


3.Postage, handling, guaranteed delivery insuranc 
4.For Rush Priority (Air Mail, U.P.S.), add $1.50. . 
5. TOTAL ENCLOSED (Or Charged)..... sain 


“Little Oral Annie’ is famous for one thing:INCRED- 
IBLE DEEP-THROAT COCK-SUCKING! When you 
see Annie swallow her lover’s huge, fat tool RIGHT 
DOWN TO THE NUTS AGAIN AND AGAIN, you 
won't believe your eyes! Order now, and see why 
they call her “The Crown Princess of Cocksucking!"” 


1 Hour Tape #FVM-13 


BUY ANY 2 AND GET ONE ABSOLUTELY 
FREE!!! That's right! You get 3 ROCK-HARD 
ADULT VIDEOS for less than you'd normally 
pay for just one! ORDER NOW, and we'll also 
include our FULL COLOR CATALOG of videos, 
mags, films, and adult toys! HURRY-~-quanti 

are limited! 


Pound-for-pound, petite (98 Ib.) LONI SANDERS is 
the HOTTEST piece of ass in sex films! She absolute- 
ly LOVES to have hot sperm squirt on her face! In 
this video she teams up with superstar BRIDGET 
MONET and her boyfriend for a CUM-SOAKED 3- 
WAY sex encounter that'll knock your eyes out! 1 


HOUR TAPE. #FVM-7 


ies 


DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. 7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 


a 


Catalog or send $1 for Catalog alone. 


$s 
with your order, a GIANT Explicit Video 


24 HRS. A DAY.7 DAYS A WEEK MASTERCARD OR VISA ONLY! 


ORDER BY PHONE 


(818)365-4593 


a 
s 
s 
| sc) H 
s 
s 
a 
a 
Signature Age 
Print Your Name 
Address Apt. 
City State. Ip. 


OIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. DEPT D-10 
Ave., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 


HUSTLER 


August issue on sale June 18, 1985 


HOT, WET AND WILD 

Get ready for hordes of hot honeys in the August '85 HUSTLER! 
First, a well-known motion-picture performer turns his home into 
the best little whorehouse in Hollywood. (Wait until Sally and 
Dolly see this!) Next, travel to a sandy beach in South America, 
where a sultry senorita soaks in the sun. Then visit a plush blonde 
who begs for satisfaction, and come clean h two slippery 
sexpots in a steamy bubblebath. Finally, don’t miss the hairy home- 
coming of a bush baby so delightfully downy, all you muff- 
munchers will cream your jeans! 


HORROR IN THE PRESCHOOL 

In the wake of child-molestation cases across the nation, America 
has been swept into a wave of shock and suspicion. Now, in Stepha- 
nie Ross's frightening Interview With a Child Molester, find out ex- 
actly what goes on in the twisted mind of someone who finds sexu- 
al satisfaction by molesting our youth. 


THE MOB IN THE WHITE HOUSE? 

What do CIA Director William Casey, Teamster chief Jackie Press- 
er, ex-Secretary of Labor Ray Donovan and U.S. Senator Paul 
Laxalt all have in common? According to reporter Murray Waas, 
not only are these people close friends with our President, but they 
also have strong ties to organized crime. Find out more about the 
Administration's financial and social relationship with the under- 
world in the exposé Ronald Reagan and the Mob. 


PLUS A WHOLE LOT MORE... 

Besides our other fantastic regular features, Comic Relief offers 
some choice words of wit, Melody Makers continues to give you the 
inside scoop on the sordid world of rock ’n’ roll, and Hot Letters 
provides more juicy tidbits from some of our lusher readers. 
Warning: The outrageous August '85 issue of HUSTLER will 
knock your socks off! 


(eNTINO 
OSE 


BLACK BUN Bus ra : 
r-racl 
An inter at will x ie -f ; 


aganza Ne an K°B 4) epic ever 
x strengttt anc ©: d me anal ep : 
Pr ia bencs Hot, hilarious: 29° 
ae Ceaiyrauncny! 
a . + vorally ‘ P PURVE) Gi Z 
ee L Rss ” ‘ ‘ 3 aH “Migs YORS OF FINE FiiTy 


a EACH a Tae 
. H PAG fu oe ALL FILMS ARE RATED X 
Cd r} 
4 ae $5 SHIPPING sabe HANDLING! “IN COLOR 


| “SEE COUPON ON PAGE 132 


\! Vian 


aN PREVIEW TAPES VOL.1& Il °° 
nse Bribe pagers AVE.» DEPT Hy 75, 10s $9.95 EACH 2 FOR $18 ‘ - a 


SCA 90025 
uiGumesscelettovcotoncmaiacss — CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-458-4336 


1800-451 . 
ACCEPTED * DEALER INQUIRIES ACt 
- Li -caies 3 


COMMAND VIDEO's HOTTEST EVER! 
“CECIL HOWARD'S SPITFIRE IS SUPERIOR! 100%” nshien 
wz THE LEGEND OF FIRE CONTINUES. 


The Nastiest Nurse 


‘“ 
GREAT 
SAMANTHA FOX 
1S LIKE EVE! 
—PENTHOUSE 
THE SEX 
EXPLOSION 
OF THE YEAR! 
THANK YOU 
GECIL! 
—EROTICA 
" CILI REVEALING 
=r ak HART 
ADULT 
ENTER TAINME NTI H r STARRING 
RIKKI HARTE IUSTLER’S CHELSEA MANCHESTER 
ISA HIGHEST ANNIE SPRINKLE «GAYLE STERLING. 
KNOCKOUT! . SHARON MITCHELL*SUSAN NERO 
4 With R. BOLLA + ERIC EDWARDS 
pe : "ie JOHN LESLIE » JOEY SILVERA 


Presenting the Sizzling Return of 

QUITE LITERALLY Miss SAMANTHA FOX 

THE CONSUMMATE 

ADULT FILM! Cogypann 
SOMETHING ORIGINAL FULL-LENGTH THEATRICAL FILM 


FOR EVERY TASTE. 


‘Sarmoio PLAMABLE EXCLUSIVELY FFCY COMMAND VIDEO * 
XTRA! FREE GIFT | 1540BROADWAY DEPT. HU7-85 CHARGE ON ALL OMENS 
©COPYRIGHT MCMLXXXV NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 TB 1-800-221-2227 


AMMANT CINEMA CORP DEALER INQUIRES INVITED VISA/MC ACCEPTED SEE COUPON PAGE 126 NEW YORK 212-391-1277 


SAMANTHA FOX_ 
The Mystery Lady 


GAYLE STERLING 
The Cheating Wife 


"OTHER SMASH 


HITS FROM 
compes? 
FIRESTORM 
G-STRINGS 
SCOUNDRELS 
FOXTROT 
NEON NIGHTS 
PLATINUM 
PARADISE 
BABYLON PINK 
OCTOBER SILK 
FANTASEX 
HEAT WAVE 
FAREWELL 
SCARLET 
GEORGIA PEACH 
FINAL SIN 
HEAVY LOAD 
HANDFUL OF 
DIAMONDS 
LECHER 
JAILBAIT 
LICKITY SPLIT 
STEAM HEAT 
OR ANY ADULT 


TITLE CURRENTL 
AVAILABLE 


569 EACH OR 
3 For $199. 


SPECIAL! 
BABYLON GOLD 
THE BEST OF 
CECIL HOWARD 
ONLY $39.95 


